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| The FAIR SEX. 


LADIES, 
18 juſt as natural fot 
[ me to preſent you with 
this ſmall, but innocent amuſe- 
ment, as it is for the needle in 
the mariner's compaſs to turn 
to its beloved pole: this, in- 
| deed, is ſubject to many irre- 
a e 


is DEDICATION. 
gularities and variations, which 
cannot be accounted for, but 


L am conſtant to you as the 
ſun, who never fails to execute | 
his daily office, and to bleſs | 


the world with his genial rays, 


I have never miſs d an oppor- 
tunity of appearing as the 


ſttrenuous advocate of your lex, 
and the chaſtiſer of your foes. 


TI am forry you have fo weak 


and inconſiderable a champion 


but I know the candour and . 
kumanity of your breaſts ſo 
well, as to reft fatisſy'd that 
you will ee of the will 


for the cectl, 


You | 


DEDICATION. ii ® 


You may be eafily ſenſible 


l that J have no other view in 
tze publication of this work, 
* | than your entertainment and 
f improvement; ſince, though 
8 authors who have dedicated 


| their works to particular per- 

' | ons, have been ſometimes rich- 

| ly rewarded for their | labours, 
or their flattery ; yet we never 
read in any records, ancient or 

modem, that any authors have 
been recompene d for their 
dedications to large communi» 
ties, and mach leſs to vaſt and 
opulent nations. This is one 
proof of my regatd for. you, 
and 
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power to give you ten thou- 
land infinitely more ſignal. 


of its merit ; but may venture 


to ſay thus much, that it is 
abſolutely conſiſtent with de- 


cency, virtue and good- man- 
ners. 


and I wiſh I had it in my | 


As to the work itſelf, 1“ 
ſhall not erect myſelf a judge 


If I have rallied the pre- 
vailing cuſtom of telling ſor- 
tunes in tea-cups, tis not with 
defign to explode the praftice, | 
when intended only to create 
mixth, and to entertain the 
company; 


DEDECATION. : y 
company ; but, where-ever that 
becomes a ſerious affair, tis 
certainly culpable, impious and 
abſurd. - 


In a word, ladies, if what 1 


here offer you was the joint 


production of all the greateſt 
geniuſſes that have appear'd 
ſince Adam, it ſhould not bear 
the names of kings and con- 


' querors, but adorn the ſhrine. 


of the BRITISH FAIR, 


| to teſtify to future ages, that- 
virtue and beauty were once 


the natives of our happy iſland, 
and the irreſiſtible charmers of 
the man; who, for certain im- 

2 3 portant 


vi DEDICATION. 
portant reaſons, chuſes to ſubs | 
{cribe himſelf in no other cha- 
racter, than that of 


We OY = 
The Eprrog. 
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PREFACE. 


F we find from expei ience, 
that all the comforts of 
life are heighten d by conver- 
ſation and company; generally 


B ſo it is equally certain, that 


they receive a ſuperior and ad- 
ditional pleafure from thoſe 
friendly and amiable interviews 
m which the mind unbends it- 
lf, opers its inmoſt receſſes, 
diſplays its genuine ſentiments 

without 


ü PREFAC k. 
_ without diſguiſe, and either 
| frankly liſtens to the thoughts 


of others, or chearfully com- 
municates its own, concerning 
every ſubject that is decent and 
innocent. 


This additional reliſh to the 
other enjoyments of life is no 
where to be ſound ſo perſect, 
and free from the views of in- 
tereſt, the ſtings of rancor, or 


the pangs of revenge, as at 


the TEA-TABL E ; for 
if the merchant W bufi- 
neſs with his brother- merchant, 


#5 Ye eyes a wr cron O —  , * 


the ſweets of the converſation 


are loſt, and as it were ſwal- | 
low'd 


— SAS ec wr cor pr. * 
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low'd up in the diffidence they 
have of each other, the dread 


they have of being over- 


reach'd, and the gloomy ima- 
ginations of loſing ſome of 
that fortune, the encreaſe of 
which is their daily care. 
Hence ariſes the unmanly ha- 
bit of diſſimulation, of keep- 


ing ourſelves upon the reſerve, 
and lying in wait to take ad- 


vantage of the ſlips and wea k- 
neſſes of each other. 


But at the ſocial and grief. 
removing Tea- Table, all ſelfiſh 


views are loſt, all reſtraint is 
lid aſide, all ceremony dif- 
carded, 


iv PREPACE. 
carded, all the company is en- 
titled to the fame freedom, and 


all glad to bleſs and be bleſß d, 


in the mutual reception and 


ſure. 


I am not ignorant that ſome | 


have repreſented the Tea- 
Table as the theatre of oblo- 


quy, the nurſe of detraction, 

and (as it were) the inexhauſti- 
ble fund of ſlander and drſa- 
mation: but I would have 


thoſe moroſe enemies to the 
moſt innccent ſocial pleaſurey, 
reflect, that if it ever was ſo, 
it is not ſo now. The riſing 


BRITISH 


diffuſion of happineſs and plea» 
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BRITISH FAIR have 
| ſenſe equal to their beauty; 
and, gladly liſtening to the 
dictates of an Addiſon and a 
Steele, have learn'd, that ca- 
lumny is a crime; and to 
| ſpeak ill of one's neighbour, 
is to break through all the 
laws of politeneſs and deco- 
kum. 


rr 
2 —— 


How many venerable per- 
| fans owe the tranquility and 
de ſerenity of mind, which they 
have taught themſelves by des 
grees, by being made in love 
with the virtue of patience, 
H Which thoſe authors have re- 
commended 
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commended to them? How | 


many large families ought to 


of that temper, which reigns 
over all their houſes; and for 
the ſweet caſe and quiet en- 


Joy'd by thofe, who are hap» | 


pily ſubject to pay an agree- 
able obedience to ſuch worthy 
ſuperiors? They have mark'd 
out the rocks, the ſhelves, and 


praiſe them for the gentleneſs | 


the ſyrens, which thoſe, who | 
are juſt ſetting out in the morn- 
ing of life, muſt expect to | 
meet with in the voyage ; and 
have put them into the plea- 
ſant road of true wiſdom and 

virtue, 


PREFACE. vii 
virtue, the end and reward 
whereof is happineſs. 


How pleaſant a fight is it 
to behold parents and their 
children, brothers and ſiſters, 
friends, relations and ſtrangers, 
mix round the Tea-Table ; 
and, whenever they err againſt 
the rules of decency, bluſh as 
ſoon as they are put in mind 
of it: at length recovering, 
with modeſty pay a veneration 

to the maxims preſcrib'd in the 
Spectators, Tatlers and Guar- 
dians, and acknowledge their 
| diQtates to be the dictates of 
4 viſdom? Who has not ſeen 
Ty - b- tha 
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theſe works produc'd in wiſe 
families, quoted in witty aſ- 
ſemblies upon all the occaſions 


by them as 19 many domeſtic 
and ſocial laws, which ought | 
to guide them in all the moral 
actions of life, and by which 
they ought to be govern'd in 

every part of oeconomy. 


To ſecond the noble labours 
of theſe authors, and to teſtify 
my reſpe& to the Fair Sex, is | 
the &fgn of this ſmall collec- 
tion of poems I now uſher into 
the world ; wherein our author 
has carefully endeavour'd © to | 
85 introduce 


before- mention d, and allow'd ! 


ac aa 


_——— 
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PREFACE. ix 
introduce no indecent images, 
which may be call'd the ſtarts - 
and fallies of luxunant fancy, 


| and proceed from nothing but 


a luſt of wit. What I here 
offer you, have, beſides their 
novelty, many innocent charms, 
which render them agreeable 
and entertaining. 


Here you will meet with all 
the ſoftneſs of love, without 
the indecency of it; and no 
part betrays a thought or wiſh 
beyond what the pureſt maid 
may read without a bluſh, and 
entertain with fſatety---- W here 


the follies and vices of man- 
. kind 


x. FREFAC E. 
kind are inveighed againſt, 


vou will find our poet a true | 


latiriſt. Here his ſtyle 1s 


pleaſant, ſportive, and ſull of 


raillery. He only ſeems to 
play with thoſe inadvertencies 
which he handles; and ex- 


preſſes himſelf with ſmartneſs 


againſt the errors of men, 
without bitterneſs to their 
perſons ---In the epigram you 
will obſerve harmony, ſimpli- 


city, polite language, and an 


agreement of all its parts; and, 
to add to their beauty, a lively 
unexpected turn in the con- 
cluſion, which cauſes an agree- 


able ſurprize i in the reader | 


The 


e >, oo © HY 
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The odes, or ſongs, are tmooth 
and ſweet. The delicacy of 
their words, fooths our paſſions ; 
and the beauty of their num- 
bers, delights our ſouls. 


But, ladies, I would not 
have it thought that I am 
endeavouring to talk theſe 
poems into credit, meerly be- 
cauſe I like them, and have a 
taſte for them myſelf; for, if 
did not believe they would 
certainly procure reputation for 
themſelves, I would never have 
pretum'd to offer them to the 
public under your patronage. 
I had, indeed, a mind to ven- 

b 3 ture 
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ture into the world theſe my 


obſervations upon them; by 


which means, when I come to 
underſtand whether you and 


the MANY cenſure or ap- 


prove my notions, I ſhall reap 
the delight and benefit of find- | 


ing my own judgment either 


confirm'd, or elſe ſet right and 
improv'd. If they ſhould have 


the good fortune to pleaſe, 
they cannot fail of encourage- 
ment; if otherways, the E DI- 


TOR claims no more than 


that indulgence, which 1s due 


to an honeſt and upright in- | 


tention. 
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| THE 
TEA-TABLE ORACLE: 
0 . 
Modern Fortune - Teller. 


APOLLO, filenc'd long ago, 
No more events preſumes to know ; 
No more the Delphic altars ſmoke, 
Or Pythian dames the god invoke.* 
B A race 
* Me puer Hebreus, dives, Deus ipſe, gu- 
bernans, 1 
Cedere ſede jubet, triſtemque re dire ſub 
orcum ; 


Aris ergo,dehinc, noſtris, abſcedito, Ceſar. 
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A race of Sibyls more refin'd, 
Here captivate the female mind ; 
In doubts and myſteries profound, 
Deliver oracles around ; 
Or inſtant joy, or grief diſpenſe, 
And every paſſion influence; 
A ſmile can from Prudera force, 
And cauſe Flirtilla deep remorſe ; 
Make that, her gravity give o'er ; 


This, laugh, and fing, and prate no more, | 


To theſe they numerous altars rear, 


At which they morn and noon appear, | 


To ask what their ſucceſs will prove, 
At play, in buſineſs, or in love. 


See fumes from yonder vaſes riſe, 
To purify the votaries : 
The myſtic water handed round, 
Queſtion on queſtion they propound : 
Flammella reddens, Flavia fighs, 
Nigretta ſeems to wipe her eyes ! 
Stella an equal viſage wears, 
Unmoy'd at all ſhe :ces and hear: ; 

Tittern 
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Titteria laughs, to ſhew her wit, 


While Flora falls into a fit; 
And all, in leſs than half an hour, 
Feel the eflects of pagan power. 


The atoms now precipitate, 


To tell the dark decrees of fate, 


paint in the bottom of a diſh, 


A man, a monkey, fowl, or fiſh ; 


Or any thing that fancy coins, 
To aid, or to pervert deſigns. 


Let's view the pictures here expreſs's, 
Which tranſports raiſe in every breaſt. 
Ye chriſtian prieſts ! forbear to rail; 
Learn hence, that cuſtom will prevail ; 
That things inanimate can ſhew, 

What your divinity ne er knew; 


See vegetables, void of ſenſe, 


Feretel the will of Providence 


Sibylla takes the ofter'd cup; 
Panſes—at length, with eyes lift up, 
She ſigling ſays, „What's this I ſee: 
«Oh * a Herſe whoſe can it 

* yer: | 


}Tavis 
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Flavia replies, My mother's ill, 

% Becauſe ſhe thinks I'll marry Will: 
« But I'm in hopes ſhe'll ſoon recover ; 
I wou'd not loſe her for a lover.” 


Another comes, ſhe prys into'r, 
All fix their eyes upon her, mute. 


* Hah! here's a ring, the bridegroom l 


by 
« Whole cup is this? © "Tis Stell's, 
they cry: 


« Then ſhe'li be marry'd ſoon, Tm 


« fare.” 


They with her joy—and look demure. 


The third a various ſcene imparts ; 
Here's gold and diamonds, lovers, hearts : 


Take Time by th' forelock, miſs ! before 


ye 


Stands Fortune, deck'd in all her glory! 


Bur ſee ! the tables turn again ; 
Farewel to Pleaſure—enter Pain! 
From tender matrons ſorrows flow ' 

Here's all the meſſengers of woe 
| A fatal 


| 


© a 
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A fatal train — the owl I ſee! 
And raven croak ing on a tree 
A letter too juſt ſeal'd with black 
And mourning cloaks ſtuff d in a ſack * 
« Don't cry, my dear, cis but a brother; 
Come, inſtantly toſs off another; 
| «4 The next, perhaps, may caſe your 
| « pain: 
. « "Tis often ſunſhine after rain.” 


Flora the ſage's voice obeys, 

n And checks her grief a hundred ways; 
Then ſips, as if no care was known, 
And, trembling, turns the veſſel down. 
When drain'd, Sibylla looks it o'er, 
And now finds bleſſings left in ſtore ; 


. A ſtately houſe—a husband fair 
A pad—a Chariot and a pair 

Money —and all that heart can wiſh, 
' F Jumblcd together in a diſh. 


My pati ence tir d, I turn away, 
But more enquirers bid me ſtay: 
Stay - ſuch important themes occur, 
A: common ſenſe and reaſon ſlur: 
al } B 3 The 
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The wanton widow rolls her eye, 

And burns to hear her deſtiny, 

Places her cup juſt in the centre, 

In hopes to find a ſecond venture : 

In it, two turtles trait appear, 

And promiſe con ſummat ĩon near. 
She's gone—when, lo! Panthea comes, 


Looks cloudy, ſtretches, yawns and hums; 
Convinc'd, by melancholy proof, 
 Wov'd freely ſhake the fetters off. 

No ring, no turtle, here is found; 

The myrtle ſhows my lord is ſound. 


Tis ſtrange! what Heav'n forbids o 
know 
Shou'd ele vate and fink them fo; 
And, what was for a bliſs deſign d, | 
Shou'd prove the curſe of womankind. 


mi * 
1 


CLO E; 


rac 
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CLOEs POWER. 
In COW LEY's ſtile. 


* not Cloe's piercing eye, 
Or her ſmiling, 
So begutling, 
Or her ſhape for which I die; 
No ſingle charm could darg'rous prove; 
No ſingle grace my paſſhon move; 
Had not nature, 
In each feature, 
Pit a ſhaft of mightieſt love, 
Deep, deep, to wound the heart of Jove. 


Tis not Cloe's matchleſs wit, 
Tho' Cloe ſtill 
Has wit at will, 
Makes me thus my ſelf forget; 
| Her ſenſe could not diſtra&t mine fo, 
Her prudence make me mine forego, 
Had not heaven 
To her given 
All the accompliſhments of art, 
Ten thouſand ways to wound the heart. 
PR 
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An EXCUSE for LOVE 


V 
: Anc 
| want of ſomething elle to do, 
Thro' fear of doing worſe, 1 
If worſe can be, I Cloe ſue, 1 
And haunt her with a verſc. Wi 
In vain would Rome my paſhons move I” 
With imag'ry of wood; i= 
When an idolater I prove, ; 
I'll kneel to fleſh and blood. — 


Ves; ſuppliant at Cloe's ſhrine, 
To her I'll dart my pray'r : | 
And, Cloe's charms are ſo divine, i VM 


Who would not worſhip there 2 | 


Let cynics rail at womankind ; [ F 
Let ſtoics diſapprove ; Bec 
The happy, by experience, find EO 

Philoſophy in love. | No 


Earth! 
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4 Earth's beauteous frame the ſoul inſpires 
With gratitude to flow ; 

And heav'n's beſt pleas d when man ad- 

| mires 

His choiceſt work below. 


While ſmiling nature's ev'ry grace 
 - Eludes our fondeſt care; 
* | To ſee them all view Cloe's face, 
For all are center'd there. 


An EPIGRA M. 
| Wrote on a window, with a diamond. 


0 * R Cloe will not, ſure, this gem 
| deſpiſe, | 

Becauſe it does not ſparkle like her eyes. 
You fay tis faulty, yet the fault's in you: 
None, but your eyes, its brightneſs could 
A* outdo. 

Your 
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Your eyes and diamonds, in effect the | 


ſame, 


Theſe fix your image, thoſe impreſs your 


name, 
rent be, 


You then would know the wounds thoſe | 


make in me. 


ANSWE R'D. 
. By CL O E. 


22 * Strephon with his heart wa 
| glaſs ? 

You,Strephon, ſomething more muſt do; 
Add quickſilver, that when I pass, 

I may behold my ſelf in you: 

Then I, perhaps, may pleaſure take 
To look at you, for my own ſake. 


0; 
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An EPIGRAM. 


33 once was pretty, 
And in her bloom thought witty, 


Shot hearts like fierce Banditti, 


Thro' ev'ry town and city; 
Where-ec'er ſhe aim'd ſhe hit ye, 
And when ſhe found ſhe'd ſmit ye, 
Thro' heart and ſoul ſhe'd ſplit yes 
Without remorſe or pity. 


But, ah! the doleful ditty, 
Stern Cupid cries, © I'll fit ye;“ 
And Lydia, once ſo pretty, 

Is now nor fair nor witty, 

Nor if ſhe aims can hit ye, 
Throꝰ heart and foul to ſplit ye, 
Giv'n o'er by town and city, 
She looks like hang d Banditti, 
Without remorſe or pity. 


To 
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To CLOE, refuſing to 


hear me. 


OR once, fair Cloe, tho' I fear, 
Yet I your laws muſt break ; 
And when you ſay you dare not hear, 
That bids me dare to ſpeak. 


Yet ſhould I ſtrive to hide my woe, 
The fault were fill the ſame; 

The paſſion from my eyes would flow, 
Declaring Strephon's flame. 


My down-caſt looks, my folded arms, 
My boſom ſwell'd with fighs, 

Too well declare that by your charms 
Unhappy Strephon dies. 


When love's laſt refuge, hope, is gone, 


The wretched may complain ; 
Then let me, like the dying ſwan, 
Aſſume a plaintive ſtrain. 


What 


- 2 
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What tho' my lays untuneful roll, 
Or wound thy ſofter ear; 

Well do they ſuit my tortur'd ſoul, 
And well my pains declare. 


Can love be hid ? the lambent flame 
Breaks thro' the ſhades of night ; 

Where-c'er it ſhines it ſpreads the ſame, 
And may on Cloe light. 


Who ſee, muſt love; who love, muſt 
fear, 
Unleſs your ſmiles forgive; 
Then be not, fair one, too ſevere, 
But bid me with to live. 


In vain you bid me not reveal 
The torments I endure ! 


IO oy pon weve fork 
Or ſeek in me a cure. 


— 9 
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An EPIGRAM. 


OW'R, Wiſdom, and Beauty fark 


naked were ſeen, 

Ah! would to kind Jove I the ſhepherd 
had been ; 

Had I been the ſheplierd, in that 
ſhepherd's place, 

Like him I'd have nicely examin'd the 
caſe ; 


Like him, taken notice of all that wa 


| ſaid, 
And done each mad thing that came into 
my head: 
Then having quite glutted my eyes with 
Like him have decreed, fince dis plain 
| be was right: 
For pow'r in females may ſoon be 


brought under, 
a wonder, 


"Their wiſdom - Pr. 


1 


8 - <a 


11 
be 
uty 
An 


A new Tea-Table Miſcellany. 27 
An EPIGR AM. 


\ HEN Paris the apple to Venus 


| declar'd, 

She gave him another man's wife for 
reward ; 

And that was 2 joy—bur what joy had he 
known, 

If Venus had gave him a wife of his 


own ? 


ANOTHER. 
WHEN Paris the apple to Veuns 

declar'd, | 

She ſent him a miftreſg—but if he had 


dar'd 
To give it another, III venture my life, 


| To puniſh his fault, ſhe'd have ſem him 


a wife, 


An 
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An EPIGRAM. 


* HEN Paris the apple to Vens 
declar d, 

She gave him his choice of 2 miſtreG of 
wife ; 

And a miſtreſs he chife—ths he wiſely 
preferr'd 

A moment of joy to a troubleſome life. 


„ 
BEAUTIES of the MIND. 


CD. deckd with er ry pleatag 
grace, 


With all the ſoftneſs of a lovely face; 
Faultleſs in ſhape, or perfect to a fault; 


Such Venus is—or ſuch is Venus thought: ? 


 Embelliſh'd with all charms meer nature 
gives, 
A nymph more tun'd to rapture no- 
where lives: 
Yel 
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Yet tho' adorn'd by heav'n's peculiar 
care, 
Clariſſa is as ignorant as fair ; 
wh Therefore is all her pride of beauty loſt, 
And ſcarce a fingle conqueſt can ſhe 
of boaſt. N 
She makes new victories, but none main- 
9 rains ; 
Whom her eyes captivate, her tongue 
* unchains ; 
And, while — are by her 
charms o ercome, 
She, like the great dictator of old \ 
Rome, 


D. I fore d to yield to treachery at home. 


ing] And this, or is, or ought to be a rule, 
To ſhun th engaging liſp of the affected 
3 fool. | 


ht: To her, enamor d, I a viſe paid ; 
are] I paid a ſhort one—and, deep fighing, 
. » 


1 e Teach 
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„Teach me, Minerva, to avoid her 


« charms, 
« And give, Oh! give me wiſdom to 
« my arms : 
Happy, thrice happy, in the bleſt 
« exchange, 
« I'll never from her much-lov'd boſom 
« range. - 
« Efteem well-grounded well may love 
© creme; | 
« But love, without eſteem, will turn to 
« hate: 
- * fprightly wit enlivens, ko, 
« employd; 


But love, on beauty founded, ſoon } 
« is cloy'd, 


« And only violent while unenjoy d. 


While thus T pray d the goddeſs heard 
my pray'r, 
And ſhow'd me Wan to )- ve: my 
care: 
—— in a moment was ade mis 


Struck by the living 3 
— 


eyes: 


22888 
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| But when ſhe ſpoke, my ſoul in raptures 


hung, | 
And dy d upon the muſic of her tongue: 


« Goddeſs, I cry d, thus doubly you 


« ſubdue, 
« With manly ſenſe, and female ſoftneſs 


40 too; 


| « Cloe is all gay fancy can require ; 


Her charms can raiſe, her wit ſupport 
« deſire: 


« And yet, I fear, thy offi will dan- 


« g'rous prove, | 
« By waking envy in the ſoul of Jove; 
« And where Jove envies, it is death 
« to love.” 


An EPIGRAM. 
H! grant me, fair one, all 1 crave, 
Divided favours are too fmall ; 


Tha' you are all I wiſh to have, 
I a wiſh to haye you al. 


My 
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My want of merit you may blame, 
Your cold indifference to ſubdue : 

The higheſt merit that I claim, 
Believe me, 1s my love for you. 


un. In 


DIALOGUE 


CELIA and DAMON. 


CEL 1 A 


8 ſee, my dear Damon, behaolli 
| with ſurprize, 

How beauteous the fields! how ſerene 
are the skies 


er 2p in ſplendor, has juſt no 
aroſe, 


And courting the ſcent of the ſweet 
damask rcſc, 


— oa — all notes 


And wantonly fing the return of hi 


rays ; 
While 


we Mw q 4 ww ww IF 
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While he the ſweet dew does exhale 
with delight, 


| and _— ir to revel with Thetis at 


E- 


ule 


night. 
DAMON. 
In vain does bright Phœbus his influence 
diſpenſe ; 
& true lover, fair one, has only one 
ſenſe : 
The ſmell of the roſe, nor the lilly ſo 
white, | 
| Can comfort his ſenſes, or pleaſure bis 
ſight : 
The roſe that he ſmells, 4 the dew 
that he ſips, 
Can only be found on his charmer's dear 
lips ; 
Tho' flow'rs, to ch. ſweet pleaſure 
im | 
But th e a lover are fur in the 
| heart, 


THE 
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T 5: 
CONFIDENT LOVER 


COME, come, my dear Cloe, and 


make no delay, 


The ſunſhine of youth is the time to | 


make hay ; 


Look round, and behold how the ſpars 


row and dove 
Improve ev'ry moment, and offer to 
love. 


While buſy at feed with the ſongſten RE 


they bred, 


A farther en joyment till runs in their 


head ; 


No warbler that wings it, but joyful 


wou'd hear, 


That Valentine's-Day ſhou d continue 


the your: 


Th 


ers 
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Then hence with dull forms, and 222 


haſte to be kind, 


Since love, uncontroul'd, is the right of 


mankind : 
Still, ſtill are you coy, and ftill deaf to 
my ftrain ? 


Can you taſte of pleaſure and nor pity 


pain ? 


Not yet a kind word, to relieve my 


deſpair ! 
Then bew me your eyes, and I'll read 


my fate there 
I ſee your deſires too ſtrong to con- 


fine, 


And thoſe honeſt twinklers declare your 


heart mine. 


-  PHILLISs 
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PHILLIS's COMPLAINT. 


E warblers, while Strephon [ 
moan, | 
To cheer me your harmony bring ; | _ 
Unleſs, ſince my charmer is gone, 
| You ceaſe like poor Phillis to fing. {| 


And, hark ! the ſweet grove is dun L 
huſh ; 
Their grief i in their ſilence appears; 7 1 
No ſongſter will peep from the buſh, | 
They're all fo ſo diſmay d with my 


| rears. 7 
| Each flow'r declines its ſweet head, I 1. 
Nor odours around me will throw ; W 
While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead, w 
An innocent lamb is my dear, An 
As ſweet as all flow'rs combin'd; |} Al 

His ſmiles like the ſummer can cheer; | M. 
Ah! why was he made ſo unkind! f ws. 


Unki 
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Unkind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be ; 


Io Celia and Cloe makes love, 


And only is cruel to me 


Kee 


A 


| LOVER's RESOLUTION. 


T9 leer, the fondle, and the ſmile, 
Each pleaſing trick, each artful 
wile ; 5 
The joke, the gibe, the laugh, the toy, 
The kiſs, that bids us hope for joy; 


'F Theſe, nor ten thouſand ſuch as theſe, 


Which faithleſs Cloe acts, ſhall pleaſe ; 
With which ſhe heightens mortals. 


pains, 
And with loye's poiſon ſwells their veins: 
All, all, with Cloe now no more; 
Me, to myſelf, ye pow'rs, reſtore. 


Of mind and body, health return; 


With honour let my boſom burn: 


D Let 
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Let continence ſubdue deſire, 

And modeſty put out love's fire ; 

Let paſſion now no force retain, 

But awful reaſun hold the rein: 

Each god, with pow r to eaſe my ſirar;, 
Remove this gangrene from my heart. 


The leer, the fondle, and the ſmile, 
Each pleafing trick, eacli ariful ile; 


The joke, the gibe, the laugh, the toy, 


The kiſs, that bids us hope tor joy ; 

Imporent all aſſault me now; 

All vain, for heaven has heard my vow 

Let thoſe ſoft arms no more enfold ; 

Do not with ſtreaming eyes behold ; 

Nor with fuch eager claſp detain, 

| Whom all your arts can ne er regain. 

Lay thy warm lips no more on mine, 

Or on my breaſt thy head recline ; 

No more thy vain endeavours try, 

To warm me into extacy: 

Bootlefs ſhall be thy every art, 

To captivate-again my heart: 

Nor think thy truth I can believe; 

Me you ſhall never more deceive ; 
Yout 


N. 


OO rr 
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Your tender dalliance cannot move; 
Perhaps I pity, but I will not love. 


Behold that ſorrow-ſwelling look; 
That ſigh, how much repentance ſpoke, 
Ah! ſee thoſe ſtruggling breaſts ariſe, 
Ne'er ſeen, unmov'd, by mortal eyes. 


Her up-lift hand, her bended knee, 


Her ftrongly-pleading filence, ſee : 
Her fault, if any fault deplor d, 
And ſuing to her tyrant-lord. 


' Can 1 behold all this unmor's ! 


Be judges, who have ever lov'd ! 
You all declare, whoever can, 

Muſt be, or lefs, or more than man. 
The pity ing gods in Lethe ſteep 
Thoſe vows, which mortals cannot keep; 
And, when we view the proſtrate fair, 
Our vows of hatred turn to air. 
Whate'er oppoſes, ſtrengthens love, 
And reaſon does its weakneſs prove : 
When thoſe Effluviæ of the brain 
Fly off, we fall to love again, 


Riſe, 
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Riſe, Cloe, to theſe op'ning arms; 
T muft, I will poffefs thy charms ; 
Will gratify my aking ſenſe, 
Regardleſs of the conſequence ; 
Within rhy hoard of ſweers will lie, 
And taſte Elyſium e'er I die. 
Profuſely happy muſt he be, 
Who fails the ride of life with thee ; 
And, careleſs what the fates perform, 
Fears only from thy frowns, a ſtorm; 
Glides gently on, ſupremely bleſt, 
And in thy harbour ſeeks for reſt ; 
Finds refuge in thy port from care, 
And happily drops anchor there. 


What extaſy can equal his, | 
Who ſhares, wich thee, each ſocial blifg? 
With thee, ſoft moments to beguile, 
And hear thee talk, and ſee thee ſmile; 
With ed'rous flow'rs thy Alps bedeck, 
And twiſt the ringlets of thy neck, 
And taſte the fragrance of thy breath? 
I'll buy it—tho' the price be death. 


Me 


A new Tea-Table Miſcellany. 41 


Me to my Cloe, gods, reſtore ; 
Be health of ev'ry kind no more : 
Love ſolely in my breaſt ſhall burn, 
Fantaſtic honour ne er return; 
Continence vanquiſh d by deſire, 
And bluſhing modeſty retire; 
Warm paſſion ſhall my ſoul ſubdue, 
Cold reaſon ſhall have nought to do: 
, |} Each god, with pow'r to raiſe my love, 
Give me, my ardour to improve. 


The leer, the fondle, and the ſmile, 
Each pleaſing trick, each artful wile, 
The joke, the gibe, the laugh, the toy, 
The kiſs, that bids us hope for joy ; 
All, all, in Cloe, will I prove, 
2 To fink me in the depths of love: 
For this, employ my utmoſt skill; 
y And languiſh, to ſink deeper ſtill. 
c, | Such boundleſs rapture the can give, 
| It is ſcarce poſſible to live; 
? Yet, while with her entranc d I lie, 
k is impoſſible to die. | 
D 3 RE- 
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RESOLUTION 


A ND 
REPENTANCE. 


1* vain the bright ſun of my love 
The beams of deſire impart; 
What flame can her coldneſs remove, 
Or thaw the hard ice in her heart? 
In vain is each paſſion- taught ſnare 
That love's gentle art ean invent; 
Such abſolute ſway has the fair, 
Her frown ſtill cludes my intent. 


Begone, ye confuſions that riſe, 
And ſtagger each thought of ny 
mind; 
I'Il baffle the force of her eyes, 
And force her at once to be kind. 
Thus boldly I'll humble her pride, 
Then ſend her to wander forlorn, 
To wiſh ſhe had ſooner comply'd, 
And curſe the effect of her ſcorn. 


But | 


BL 


| 
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But can I a tranſport expect, 


When force has imbi.ter' the ſu eet? 
For thoſe whom kind love docs direct, 

In mutual deſire ſhou'd meet. 
An action ſo brutal wou'd chace 

The fire of her eyes quite away ; 
The roſes wou'd die on her face, 

And ev'ry ſweet beauty decay. 


Oh! no: let me ages repine, 
And give to each moment a ſigh, 


Ere blemiſh a nymph ſo divine, 


Or cloud with a ſorrow her eye. 
The pleaſure by violence gain'd, 

No real contentment imparts ; 
They vaniſh, ere ſcarcely obrain'd, 

For love is the union of hearts. 


CLOE 
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Wa charming Cloe ſpeaks, 


Her voice like ſome ſoft wind, ; 


Its pleaſing influence makes, 
On love-ſick Strephon's mind. 


The dance, if Cloe join, 
Love ruling ev'ry part, 
Tirrows from her hand divine, 

And from her foot, a dart. 


The ſmiling graces throng ; 
And Cupid drops his wings, 

To tremble on her rongue. 
Ye pew'rs, who rule the 58 
Ah! pity Strephon's woe : 
Ye taught her how to kill * 
Now teach her love to know. 


T 
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An EPIGRAM 


F* LSE hair, falſe teeth, and one 
falſe eye, 

A plaiſter'd face, a neck awry ; 

Rags for falſe breaſts, falſe hips of ſteel, 


Some falſhoods which I won't reveal; 
Falſe, . padded ſtays, hoop nine yards 


wide, | 
The falſhoods underneath to hide : 
Such Phillis is-yet truſt me, Phil, 
Thus falſe, is a true woman ſhll. 


ANOTHER. 


Hraſo requeſts his friend to find, 
A Salvo for his fear ; 
To let the challenge be declin'd, 
Yet keep his honour clear. 


Cloe 
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Cloe does all her hopes deſtroy, 
Her lover to deny ; 

And, to be cruel, ſhuns the joy, A 
Which her ſoul longs to try. 


| « ( 
Now tell me, friend, and be fincere, 
What does our conduct guide? Thi 
And, on life's ocean while we ſteer, | 
Why beat againſt the tide ? « ( 
0 = 
an EP IG RAM. 


6 28k d me one day to tell her | ,, L 
| lie ; | 
I vow'd ſhe was handſome, hs hall} « p 
to fear ? | 
Civiliry urg'd me to make a reply, | v 
Tho' Cloe ſeem'd angry her praiſes u 
| hear : «RB 
Yet, ſure, cis no reaſon her anger 
raiſe, | 
When falſhood conſpires her beauty uf 
praiſe. 


Ny i} 
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An EPIGRA M. 


NEAS to Venus with ardour thus 
pray d, 
« O mother, O goddeſs, deſcend to my 
« id. 


The goddeſs deſcended, and thus he 


went on, 
Queen Dido detains me, I want to be 
% gone; 
« Yet a fooliſh affection ſo plays with 
« my heart, 


| © Tho' I want to be gone, I am loth to 


«© depart.” 


Dear ſon, ſays the goddeſs, let love 


© never teize yon, 


4 T'll inftantly find out a method to caſe 


40 you. 


| * Would you ſlight her, and leave her? 


6 * plain, you muſt bed her; 


«* But if you'd quite hate her, tis plain, 


« you muſt wed her.” 


To 
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To flight her, he thought might ferve 


well enough; 
So cv'n bedded her once, and went of 
in a huft. | 


nme 


An EPI GR A M. 


* a maid's ſenſe in penetration lies, 
The greateſt fool may make a maide 
wile : 


And, tis as true, if we invert the rule, 
A maid may make the wiſeſt man a fool, f 


- 


ANOTHER. 


— 


A Rachnes ſnares catch none but flies, 


So fops are taken by ſurprize ; 
The ae ſtill ſecure their hearts, 
Nor fear coquettry's cobweb arts: 

In vai ſhe ſpreads them round th 
room, 


Reaſon attends to break the loom. 


= ja 
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An EPIGRAM. 


1 beauty be fancy, 
I fancy your beauty; 
Then prithee, dear Nancy, 
Accept of my duty. 


rve 


My duty, dear Nancy, | 
y Accepts of thy beauty; 
da} Then e en let thy fancy 
Accept of my duty. 


vol. | Accept of my duty, 
And then, my dear Nancy, 
The ſlaves of thy beauty 
Will laugh at thy fancy. 


ANOTHER. 

T HE gay coquet, tho' innocent, 
te] By levity, ſuſpicion draws ; 
While cautious prudes are ſtill content 


Cenſure to ſcape, yet give the cauſe: 
&- That 
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That bears the blame, without the joy; 
This ſhares the joy, v ĩthout the blame: 
Gun i it a moment's ſpace employ, 
For any fair her choice to name 


On FANCY, 


y 8, fancy is the only teſt, 
Whence things their value find; 
And that's undoubtedly the beſt, 
Which moſt allures the mind. 


Nor features, nor complexion, 
Nor tincture we admire ; 

What then awakes afeftion, 
And prompts us to deſire? 


Some variance ſure muſt be 
In th' organs of our eyes; 

V hence ev'ry object that we ſee 
Muſt variouſly riſe. 


Brunet 


| Bn: 


A new Tea-Table — 


$1 


Brunetta does my ſoul employ ; 
Albina pleaſes you : 

Canidia is Thirſis joy; 
One loves Nigrilla too. 


Tho' my Brunetta has no charms, 
Or none which you can ſee ; 


While I find pleaſure in her arms, 


Her beauty lives in me. 


Proportion you, perhaps, will ſay, 
And ſymmetry prevails ; 

But the experience of a day, 
Will ſhew this maxim fails. 


u there a man whom Celfa fires, 


Majeftically tall ? 
Another Mima much admires, 
do neat, compact, and ſmall ? 


Ech thinks her dear one delicate . 
Sees order in his frame: 


What can the difference create: 
Are oppoſites the ſame ? 


8 
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Complexion is, I grant, the pride 
Of nymphs in Europe born ; 

Bur Indians the pale look deride, | 
And unripe beauty ſcorn. 

The fun thus ſhines on all alike, 

In an abſtracted light : ( 
But rays refracted colours ſtrike, 0 
And form the modes of ſight. 
Beauty, conſider d thus, will ſhow a 
This maxim paſt diſpute ; | pv 

Identity it cannot know, 

Is fancy's ſubſtitute. F. 
SE 5 Ar 
| N 

An EPIGR AM 

| I 
M* diſtemper is gone; 1 
I'm cur d of my gout : 
3 I thought ſo, ſays John, | Ma 


« For I ſaw her go out.” 
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OE 
| WIT and SENSE. 


6 * E, your friend Pythagoras, tis 
ſaid, 3 

(Far more in Greek than Bently you are 
read) 

Intent to form and cultivate the mind, 

Septennial ſilence prudently enjoin'd : 

Wiſdom he taught, which oft in ſilence 
lies; 

For fools, conceal'd, are negatively wiſe; 

And truſt me, Cloe, if in ev'ry ſchool, 

We moderns ſhould preſerve his an- 
cient rule, 

In our wiſe days *twould ſhelter 

many a fool: . 

And many a fool, who this Arcanum 
tries, 5 

May, without wiſdom, be reputed wiſe.— 


E 1 I fee 
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<P 


I ſee you ſmile, I read ir in your eye, | 

Whatever rules we give, we ſhoul 
apply. 

I own your cenſure, yet I muſt * 

Who can be ſilent, that may talk u 


you ? 


Yet Tome there are of penetratia 
deep, 
Who ſeven year's dumbneſs at St. *. 
keep; 
Fold up their arms in — diſcontent, 
And ſeem to bear the load of govern: | 
ment ; 
While nods, and ſhrugs, and w—_ 
and whiſpers riſe; 
In Aye and No their elocution lies; 
And furrow'd brows declare them, 
gods! how wiſe? 


= 


IO 


F & >>OD 2 


But, of the two, thoſe give the al 
offence, 
Who will againſt themſelves turn en 
dence; 


Ay 11 


** 
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Will prove, what you n, ſuſpected 
long, 

Will labour to convince you they are 
wrong : 

Who never think, or always think aloud, 

Spurning the weight of the unactive 
croud ; L 

Whoſe ſtreams, tho* ſhallow, greater 
depth would know, | 

And greater force, but that fo wide 
they flow ; 

Deſpiſing order, reaſon, “and all that,” 

On trifles they inceſſantly debate; 


An everlaſting gleet upon their tongue, 


Alike in all things —and in all things 


W 


Sooner might you than hope for ſuch to 


ceaſe, | 
Hope in Cheapſide at noon to reſt in 
peace ; 


Hope 
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Hope the mechanic will forbear to, 
cheat; 

Hope **** ſincere; much ſooner 
hope to meet 


Truth in the ****; or virtue in the 


* * * * 


Words, void of wit, they pour forth 
without ent, 

Praiſe where they mean not, ſpoil 
what they commend, 

And rail at all they cannot comprehend. | 


Grant me, ye gracious pou rs! if ſud 
your will wy 
To check my pride, that I muſt ſuffer 
ſtill, 
With any fools - with ſilent fools to keep 
"Tis worſe t' endure the headach, tha 
to ſleep. 


Here Cloe interpos'd a ſmile agen; 
Maliciouſly ſhe ſmil'd, and cry, 
Amen. — 
Yet, yet a little, Cloe, ſpare you} 
friend ; 
I vow within an hour to make an end: 


If 


yl 
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If you'll have patience ſomething more 
I'll do— 
I'll end it with a compliment to you. — 


While ſome held wiſe, are dulleſt of 
mankind ; 
Others, call'd wits, are babblers uncon- 
ſin d: 
For wit, if wiſdom be not always nigh, 
Is a diforder'd pulſe, that beats too high: 
Yet ſenſe, where wit does not its powers 
Improve, 
Is ſo lethargic it ſcarce ſeems to move: 
Both bleſſings flow from great Minerva's 


gift, 

And one ſhe gave to W and both to 
Swift.— 

Nay, Cloe, now I ſwear your down- 

right rude, 

What I have left to ſay's Se 

Thrice i fair one, who the mean 
can hit, 

Wich judgment to reſtrain your rapid 
wit: 


At 
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At once be very wiſe and very gay, 


Say what you think, ſtill thinking what | 


you ſay : 


Wich ſo much ſenſe, as ſeems from | 


thought to fall; 

With ſo much wit, _ need not think 

i l 

So regular each movement from your 
breaſt, 

Admiring both, we know not which i | 
beft. 

Tis pity you ſhould have ſuch beauty 
too ; 

What Cloris wants, is thrown away on 
you. . 


— 


An E PI GR A M 


From the Greek. 


B d is the man who may but Cloe 
ſee; | 

Who hears her ſpeak, how doubly 
bleſs'd is he! | 


Who 
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Who ſteals a kifs, a demi-god at leaſt ! 


He who has more—muft more than Joye 
be bleſs'd. 


— 


3 


CLOEs MOD EST. 


— at Cloe's feet one day, 
For Cloe's wond'rous pretty, 

Half dead wirn love poor Strephon lay, 
And told this filly ditty : 


« When by my griefs I chance to die, 
« Which fortune will be ſoon mine, 


« Ah! Cloe, will you never lie, 


« And think of me by moonſhine. 


„Then, Cloe, from th' Elyſian coaſt, 
« VI! ſtand upright before you, 

4A diſmal, ſighing, ſobbing ghoſt, 
And after death adore you. 


« When 
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« When ſofteſt wiſhes fill your head, | 

« I'll enter at your caſement, 1 
«& Undraw the curtains of your bed, 

« And kill you with amazement.” 


Tir'd with this dull, inſipid tale, 
Left he three hours ſhould teize her: 
She cry d, Lud! Strephon, what dy A 

« ail? | 

« Speak chaſter, if you pleaſe, Sir. 


« Shall I permit a naked ſprite 
« To enter, where I'm lying? I 
« I vow you've put me in a fright— 


« Pray talk no more of dying.” 


An EPI GRA NM 


O U, Cloe, all mankind muſt om} C 
Reverſe Meduſa's arts; 
She turn'd the gazers into ſtone, Y 
You ſoften ſtoney hearts. 
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Toa FRIEND, who diſ- 


ſuaded him from LOVE. 


N vain, dear friend, you bid me rove, 
And fly the cruel fair: 
Alas! you know not that my love 
Takes comfort from deſpair. 


Tho Cloe's frowns my love upbraid, 
Tis joy to ſee her ſtill : 
"Tis joy to hear the charming maid, 

Altho' her accents kill. 


Then ſigh no more, dear friend, for me, 
Nor cheat me into reſt : | 


Completely wretched will I be, 


Or be completely bleſs d. 


Chac'd from its lov'd abode by death, 
The ſpirit fhrinks away; 

Let ſecks again to give it breath, 
And hovers round the clay. 


3 b 
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No longer then of me complain ; 
For, ſhould your will controul, 

Say, how ſhould I my life ſuſtain ? 
ror Cloe is my ſoul. 


For her life prunes its tender u ing, 
loo her myſelf I owe: - 

From her alone my actions ſpring, 
And all my paſſions flow. 


Te & 1 0 


Gen what tongue can ſpeak thy 


praiſe ? 
What bard deſcribe thee ?} wich what 
lays? | 
Thou gentleſt object of deſire, 
Whom women envy, men admire ; 
Faireſt of creation's mold, 


Awfully beauteous to behold ; 


Re ſiſtlei 
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| Refiftleſs charmer of the heart, 
We feel thy ſoul-ſubduing art, C 


And deep imbibe the pleaſing ſmart. 


Thy looks, thy words, thy actions prove 
Thee worthy of the tend'reit love: 


To thee, tho' Venus yields her face, 


Tay beauty is thy ſmalleſt grace: 


Thy ſprighelier wit, and ſtronger teuſc, 
Exceed Minerva's eloquence : 
Wich theſe, thy chaſtity is ſuch, 


Diana dares not boaſt fo much. 


« O Diſcord, goddeſs great on earth, 


To fierce diſpute again give birth; 


Make deities once more contend ; 

« Make them from heav'n once more 
« deſcend : 

« Let each with emulation boaſt, 

That ſhe reſembles Cloe mot ; 

And hear me, goddeſs, while I pray, 


Make me the Paris for the day :” | 


Then having carefully ſurvey'd 


Tae goddeſſes, and naked maid, 


Like him, for Venus I'll decide, 
Aud ask thee, Cloe, for my bride : 
| FED Not 
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Not Helen would ſufficient prove, 
To glut my avarice in love: 

To make me happy, I muſt be 

Bleſs d with ſuperior charms in thee. 
Thy lovelier form had Phebus view'd, 
When fear-wing'd Daphne he purſu'd, 
No more for her the god had burn'd, 
Nut all on thee his paſſion turn'd : 


Yet thou, like Daphne, o'er the plain 


Light-bounding, nor the moving train 
Regarding, hadſt with equal pace 


Fled trembling, from a god's embrace: 


And if a god thy virgin breaft, 
Could not of all its pride diveſt; 

If he, who ev'ry boſom warms, 
Might vaiuly languiſh for thy charms, 
W hat mortal can fuch merit claim, 
To raiſe in thee an equal flame? 


Yet Venus, in th' Idalian grove, 
Submitted to a mortal's love; 
Who, circled in immortal arms, 
Profuſely wander'd o'er her charms, 


{4 And | 


Let 
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« And thou, bright goddeſs, if thou 
« hear, 

« And ſmile, and Brant thy vot'ry's 

40 pray 17, 

« In Ida, or Spring-Garden grove, 

Or any place attund to love; 

« [ ſhall be happier far than he, 

As thou art fairer far than ſhe.” 


dnt. 


An EPIGRAM. 


OUR ſhoe is a neat one, dea: 
friend, I declare it 

Let you'd know where it pinches, if you 

were to wear it. 


F z CLOE 
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CLOE's GARTER. 


ULL five times wrapp'd around | 


her knee, 
And tuck'd, till it in ſafety be ; 
If he ouc-lives it, happy he 
Who Cloe's garter lives to fee, 
And lives to take it off beſide. 


Full five times wrapp'd around m 


hearts. 
So ſafely, it can never ſtart, 
Is Cloe's form ; nor force, nor art, 
Can cauſe th' idea to depart, 
Or can the Gordian-knot divide. 

Should Cupid ſhelter there from vien 
Which Cupid would, but dares not do 
And ſhould unbind the ribband too, 


Oh! think what numbers would purſi 
And think how great the victor's pride 


= 


, 
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An EPI GRA M 


| THAT love is a child, by all is con- 


feſs'd, 


|| The baby and booby both ſquall for a 


breaſt ; 

Both cry for a plaything, yet when ir is 
try d, 

Both ſoon become weary, and throw it 
aſide. 

Then wonder not lovers fo childiſh 
ſhould prove, 


Since achild's the beginning and ending 


of love. 


nnn. 


CLOE's WISH 


Woord gods deſcend, as antient 


Poets feign, 
And when I wiſh'd, to crown thoſe 
wiſhes deign; 
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Where only would they tend? 
granieur! No: 


To 


From thence unnumberd evils always 


flow. 
Pride and ambition, inſolencs and hate, 
Are the companions ot the wretcned 


great. 
Should I for beauty * That too 
Were vain; 
Which, by decreaing, would encreaſe 
my pain. 


F ar humbler pray'rs ſhall modeſt vir- 
rue ſend, 

And let ambitious fools for ſtate contend: 

Ambition only would contend for ſtate, 


And only fools ſo wretched, to be great, 


As the four ſeaſons of the year go 
round, 
Aſſign to each, ye pow'rs, one hundred 
pound ; 


A ſmall 
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A ſmall neat houſe, juſt thirty miles from 


town, 8 
juſt big enough to hold true friends 
alone; | 


With walks and gardens naturally made, 
Nor let art baniſh what ſhe ſtill ould 
aid. 

Let ſatisfaction be my greateſt feaſt, 

And a true welcome wait on ev'ry gueſt. 
Attendants I would have no more than 

three; . 
More on each other wait, and not on me. 


Trelve ſocial neighbours, chearful and 


ſincere, | 
Thrice would I viſit in the circling year. 
Of intimates I ſeek at moſt but three, 
By turns, one welcome to reſide with ( 
me, 


If witty, and from affectation free. 


| Such dear companions if my fortune gave, 


I'd have no husband, for I'd be no ſlave; 
But once convince the world a woman 
can 


nall 


de bleſs d, without that lord- like crea- 
dure, man. 


Domeſtic 
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Domeſtic prudence ſhould my morn em. 


ploy, 
At ſetting ſun amuſements to enjoy ; 


Would read, ride, walk, ſometimes a | 


cards would play; 
Happily wiſe, and innocently gay. 


The ſummer ended, me my choice re 
BR 
Where art, wich elegance, her riche 


pours ; 


There genteel dreſs ſhould give inves | 


rion birth, 

Diſpelling winter gloom by bright air 
mirth. 

Fancy ſhould gratify each juſt deſire; 

I'd fee two operas, yet not expire. 

When better actors riſe Id go to play, 


But ne'er to maſqu'rades my fancy raiſe | 


Too proud with * to reſor: 


Too wiſe to peek my intruding face 1 
TIEN 


Wu N 
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run ? 
What numbers by lewd masking are 
undone ? 


Five months run o'er in vanity and 
noiſe, 


| Thence would I fly to taſte the truer 


5 
Which ever - pleaſing ME ena 
brings, 


When in ſoft beauty new-born ies 


ſprings. 


In a calm life, thus happy in retreat, 
My ileeping envy ne'er ſhall haunt the 
great: | 
My mind no more with anxious cares be 
preſs'd, | 
Nor a young monarch's bride be ſo ſu- 
premely bleſs d. 


REASONS 
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REASONS for PARTING 


82 EP H and Clo part! You kum 

The reaſon I require ? 
« His fire her fewel gave ; Y 
« Her fewel choak'd his fire. 


vw 

Le gods! how ſoon might you = 
Revive the dying flame ? 

Make Cloe fill be new, | He 

Or Strephon Kill the ſame. ] 

| | No 

Tho' ſtrange, you'll often ſee t, E-4 
How ſoon affection ends; 

Thoſe who as lovers meet, | 

Scarce ever part as friends. BY 

| | W. 

Perhaps you may reply, 

« If friends, they would not : 
Yet friendſhip is no tie, me 


To bind a lover's heart. 


G 


Eftcem can't gratify, 
Where rapture is deſir d; 
Nor friendſhip ſatisfy, 
Where extaſy's requir'd. 


Yet, ſure, when lovers part, 


The nymph's in fault alone; 


| Would ſhe ſecure his heart? 


She ſhould defend her own. 


Her own ſhe can't defend, 


gut Fields it up to love; 
Nor ſhould ſhe more pretend, 


Another's to reprove. 


While ign'rance laid him low, 


And proſtrate at her ſhrine, 
Why did ſhe let him know, 
She was not all divine ? 


The love-ſick ſwain is blind, 
But while the nymph denies; 

For, when the nymph is kind, 
The ſwain has _ eyes. 
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73 


He 


14 A new Tee. Table Miſcellany. 


He wakes, as from a dream; 
Awakes, with diff rent thoughts; 
Fuilts once did beauties ſeem, 
Now beauties ſeem like faults. 


Love is a mar y dance, 
Where this is all the art, 
Salute, join hands, advance ; 
Turn back, caſt off, and part. 


Love's muſic courtſhip is, 
By which the fair is won ; 
But if the muſic ceaſe, 
The dance of love is dene. 


His ſtock of arrows ſpent, 
He can no longer ſtay ; 
But, with his bow unbent, 
The urchin liies away. 


In vain, the tender maid 
Purſues him with a tear; 

In vain, implores his aid; 

He cannot, will not hear. 
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I Paris forſook his fair; 
Phaon from Sappho flew : 
Know this, and Strephon ſpare, 
If he leaves Cloe too. 


8 


— 


An EPIGRA M. 


— fair, the wiſe, the witty, and 
| the young, 

Sink in the ſoft captivity of love; 
en all who yield not to a pow'r fo 
. firong, 55 
Nor fair, nor young, nor wiſe, nor 

witty prove. 
love be folly, this muſt be the rule, 
de greateſt folly's—not to be a fool: 


Tie 
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The HUSBAN p. 
Written by Mr. CROSS 


L CIA was charming, young, av 


Bay, 
But Lucia's love cou d ſave my life 
I ftole her youthful heart away, 
And bound her to my breaſt a wife. 


In love and joy was ſpent the night, 
That gave my Lucia to my arms ; 
In ev'ry kiſs I fapt delight, 


And ev ry minute found freſh charm | 


When paſhon's force began decline, 


Lucia, methought, was not ſo fair; | 


Her face, I found was—not divine, 


Tho' ſomething, ſtill, was pretty there 
Her skin was ſpotleſs, white and pure, | 


Had nature's malice quite eſcap d; 
Yer, notwithſtanding — I was ſure 
l'd ſeen a hundred better ſhap d. 
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h morning tire her charms I prais'd ; 


Looſe Venus in her mein expreſs'd ! 


gut now my taſte was ſunk—or rais'd, 


lik d her better richly dreſs d. 


Her words were poignant as her eyes, 
Gentle and tender as her touch; 

And ye: —tho' her diſcourſe was wiſe, 
I thought, ſhe rather talk d too much. 


o bow I doated on her dear diſcourſe, 


Tnat could my ſenſes pris ners take : 
litten now, indeed - but tis by force, 
And, really, makes my head to ach. 


O how | long'd for filent night, 
So eager was I and ſo fond— 

now it ſeems a forc'd delight, 
Or dun for payment of my bond. 


6 3 * Strephon, 
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« Strephon, my dear, woud Luci 
Cry, | 
And throw her arms, in hopes to | 
| pleaſe = 
« My head achs, child; turning, 
cry'd I; 


Pray let me fleep it into eaſe. 


*© Come, let me hold it hard, my 
« love; 
« To cure it, let me take ſome 
« courſe; '' — 
* Oh, child, "twill kill me if I move; 
And, if you touch it, cwill be 
| 1 worſe. 5 


At length, fatigu d with liccnc'd | vu, 
And | the carelles of a witec ; 

Thoſe regular delights ſoon cloy, 
WW hile waining hos rurn'd to ſtrife 


The idle Cupids all grew tame, 

And coolly left me by degrees; 
|"orgot to ſtir the wanton flame, 
Aud, drowſy, ſunk in careleſs caſe. 


T 


cin 


my 


Ve; 


rife 


e. 


a 
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Ti inclination daily fell, 
[ had remaining liopes of life; 


Icculd, methought, do v. ond'rous wells 


With any pariner, but my wife. 


Or this was born a with to range, 


My wife's misfortuncs to compleat ; 
The object 1 retulv'4 to change, 
And fo revive the dying heat. 


This refolution I vurſu'd, 
And eager ſougic the wanton fair: 


M, ſpirits the av tile renew'd, 


And bani!h'd dull, domcftic care. 


Of ev'ry pleafing art poſſeſo'd, 
That can rhe foul in tranſport keep ; 
She kiſs'd, endear'd, grew coy, car- 
_ reſs'd, . 
Then kindly lull'd the god aſleep. 


Such charms, I cry d, we muſt obey; 
* They claim an empire o'er the 
« heart: 


Nor blame me, Lucia, when I ſay, 


* You have not half my Suky's art. 


« Your 
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« Your modeſt bluſh but warms the 
« will; 
« Your tranſports but by order more: 
« Bur Suky fires me with her skill, 
« And ſhews the boundleſs rage o 
« love. 


« When did you roll the wanton eye! 


« Or heave the breat with aut 


« yen ? 


« Or when in ſwooning pleaſure dic! 


And then by picture rie again!“ 


But, oh !| vain thought! ! a week ſcarce | 


paſt, 


New wiſhes came, and rais'd fre 


ſtrife ; 
"Thoſe burning raptures cou'd not ha, 
And Suky too was but a WIFF. 


FOOLIK | 


zo. 


ce 


* 


1 


And all for a whimſical fair, 


In ſpite of the flame in her breaſt, 


I And Damon muſt forfeit his reſt, 


Not fo, when with judgment, the maid, 
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FOOLISH COYNESS. 


EHOLD the fond Damon's deſpair ; 
Let pity attend to his moans ; 


Whoſe folly her paſhon diſowns. 


Her vanity muſt be ſupply'd ; 
To tickle the wanton maid's pride. 
Does reaſon's clear dictates obey : 


If once the ſofc god does invade, 
She, joyful, ſubmits to his ſway. 


Tho' ſparkling the virgin's bright eye, 


Like Phebus warm pleaſures impart ; 


Such quick-fading charms I defy, 


If folly is lodg'd in the heart. 


Preſerve, 
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Preſerve, O ye gods! from my ſight, 
All beauties that make the fair vain: 
Come, Fanny, whoſe ſenſe can delight; 
And, ſmiling, with wit entertain. 


If ſhe tells you a virgin's ſad tale, 


How melting ſhe moves wich her | 


fighs : 
Her words o'er a brute might prevail, 
And pity extort from his eyes. 


If haply ſhe chance to be gay, 
Her wit is the joy of the gueſt; 
Time paſſes in tranſport away, 


O! grant me a muſe ſofc and ſweet, 

Her virtues with art to rehearſe ; 
And while my fond lays I repear, 

May Fanny approve of my verſe. 


And, ſmiling, each face owns the jeft. | 


The | 
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The SYMPATHY. 


| 2 Cloe, gay filing one day, 


In frol ickſome, whimſical way, 


| Cried, © Strephon, I pray now reveal, 


« The pains, and the torments you feel; 
" And, knowing how much you endure, 
« I may, perhaps, offer a cure.” 


Poor Strephon, all obedience, ſigh d, 
And to the fair one, thus reply d; 
It 1s ſcarce poſſible to ſhow, 


What only thoſe who feel can know ; | 
| © Yer none there are who can reveal, 
More truly, what true lovers feel. 


« To buy the pains which we endure, 


A monarch's pleaſure is too poor; 


To think on the tov lovely fair, 


J all our joy, and all our care: 


Tho' various charms around us riſe, 
No other charm attracts our eyes: 


| © To her lov' d, form our ſenſes ſtray, 


While other objects glide away; 


* Or, 
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« Or, if unknowingly we rove, 

« Thro' all the mazes of the grove, 

« Indulging and increaſing care, 

_« Loſt to ourſelves, we find her there; 

« Fancy preſents her to the mind, 

« And only fancy paints her kind : 

« Yet, to increaſe the growing flame, 

« The wounded bark muſt bear he 
« name; 

« Or, ſtealing by the murm' ring ſtrean 

« For ſolitude is joy ſupreme 


*« To thoſe who love, and love like 18 


« We ſee the fair, in all we ſce ; 

« And, leſt we ſhould forget the ſame, 
« Fond echo ſtill repeats her name. 

« The fair we tremble to eſpy, 
„Vet with no other object nigh ; 


When ſeated nigh the lovely fair, 


« The lover may his pains declare; 


« And ſofily breathe his ardent voy, | 5 
Jun 


« He taſtes of bliſs, as I do now.” 


Here Strephon had hung down w| | 


head ; 
When Cloe thus, ſporrively, ſaid; 
| | « 
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. 'Tis an evil ſpreads like a flame; 
Ah! Strephon, I yield to the ſame.” 


| exſtacy Strephon appear d, 


Till Cloe cry'd, © 'Tis what I fear'd ; 
Ves, Strephon, I feel it is true, 


« For Corydon, tho' not for you: 

« For Corydon doubly I feel 

* The paſhon you ſtrive to reveal: 
And ſince you ſo well can ein, 

« Love's various torture and pain, 
That I may not too burthenſome prove, 


| « He ſhall teach me the pleaſures of 


« love.“ 


An E PI GR A M. 


| A Rea ſon why we love 


Is out of ſeaſon, 


8 Unleſs we firſt can prove 


That love has reaſon. 
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An EPIGRAM. 


Y OU fay I'm falſe and fickle. No. 
I love another. True. 

I only love another, Clo, 
As ſhe reſembles you. 


„ 


RECITATIVE 


AS fair Amintawalk'd in yonder grove, | 


Lamenting fickle Damon's faithleb 


gg 


The winds, in whiſpers, ſeem'd to ſooth 


her grief, 


And feather's ſongſters trove to give | 


relief. 


But all their fond attempts were vain, 


So fixt, fo rooted was the pain ; 


She chid their fruitleſs, kind intent, | 


While thus her ſorrows found a vent: 


AIR| 
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" Thy fs © 


« Kecp back, O ye rains, your kind 


« ſhowers forbear, 
« Each drop that you fave T'll ſupply 
« with a tear; 
ge filent, ye winds, and keep in your 
« loud cries, 
« Your office, alas! I can do with my 
« ſighs : 


And, Oh! ye ſweet muſical train of 


« the grove, 


If aught you wou'd do to lament my 


« loſt love, 

« Be fill as the grave, nor attempt at a 
| a: ſtrain, 

gut drooping in filence—-O hear me 
« complain. 


. When Collin firſt vow'd, how he 


« pin'd with deſire ! 


J Too ſoon my heart melted before the 


« fond fire: 
« Ard 


$3 Aren Tea Table Miſt ellany. 


And wha: Cou'd a maiden, unprattizi} * 


« in art, 
« Oppcſe to a lover who firſt ſciz'd } 
« heart? 


« I affected diſdain — cry d, fiy—ftri 


„an ay: 


« My heart it ſtill whiſper'd -O pre 


« let him ſtay : 


Ld 
- 


He ſtiil preſs'd me more—'cill I fours, 
« wich ſurprize, 


« my eyes. bs 


RECITATIVE 


Here paus'd the maid—and firait de 


clin'd her head, 


While crimſou bluthes o'er her viſg | 


ſpread. —— 
A jocund, ar. ful ſwain, 
Who heard the maid complain, 
Thus ſpoke his freer ſenſe of love: 


Al 


My foul was reveal'd by thoſe tram 


ard * 
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« The fair one I love, 
« Inconſtant does prove, 
+ But her fal hood my heart don't la- 
„ ment; 
a The loſs of one fair, 
« A lover may bear, 
While ſo many are wantonly bent 
When mutual the bliſs, 
What joy in each kiſs! 
« But when pleaſures in either decay, 
rig Let each, to their mind, 
« To another prove kind, 
And the dictates of fancy obey. 
a, * Then let us each moment with plea- | 
EY « ſure improve, 
18] * And laugh at the whining and folly of 


& love.” 


H z To 


yo Ane 774. Talie uf ud 


To CLOE, in a grave 


. 


WHAT a prude o th' ſudden ? pr 
_ thee, girl, why to coy? 
Your beauty, untouch'd, does your 
beauty deſtroy : 
What tho” you have charms? here's; 
noiſe and a rout ! 
If they're not to be us'd, cwere as vel 


be without. L 
As the happy oft-times the unhappy w 
lieve, 
And while others they eaſe, to them 
ſelves eaſe they give: 
So, in ſpite of your pride, ſay all tha | 
pon can, 
Your greateſt of joys is to give joy v 
man : 
7 No more of theſe whimlſies, good-natur 
to ſmother, | 


Nor puniſh yourſelf thus to tortun 
another. 


Fo: 


Wh 


Wo 
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An EPIG RAM. 


HAT ſenſe and wie are, 
Tis hard to declare, 
For he muſt have both that can do it; 
Which, if I could do, 
Whar profit to you ? 
Twould be ten to one tliat you knew it. 


CLOE's FAULTS. 


E, Cloe, you fo totally ſubdue, 
If in your conduct any faules 1 
knew, 


| It would be long ere I thoſe faults could 


view, 
Which, when conſtrain'd to and my 
love for you, 
Would make me love your very errors 
too : 


** 2 ſhould not, but thus ** 
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An EPIGRAM 


12 Om. had a ſumptucy | 


The gods wu envy you I ſwear; 


To whom 'twas giv'n carps tongues to 


eat, 
And kiſs the tip of Cloe's car. 


111 


ADVICE againft PRIDE 


To CLOE. 


6 E, tis paſt diſpute that you 

| Are fair, and wiſe, and witty too; 
Yet let not pride thy breaft inflame; 
Know, from the gods theſe graces came. 
To prove your great humility, 


What they gave you, do you give me. 


4 
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An EPIGHR AM. 


3 who tr=vers'd his ground in 
the morning, 
From his hedge faw a damſel purloin- 
ing ſome ſticks; 
He bid her begone, and gave her due 
warring, 
He'd raviſh her, next time ſhe play'd 
him ſuch tricks. 


She ventur'd again; as what damſel but 
wou'd ? 
And the man acted juſt as he promis d 
to act: | 
He was try'd and acquitted, but there 
while he ſtood, 
The bench gave him this reprimand 
for the faCt. | 


40 My 
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* My friend, you're diſcharg'd Js, 


« merciful jury, 
« And home to your dwelling in 
« ſafety may trudge : 
« But ſhould you thus venture again, l 
« aſſure you, 
« You'll have ne'er a ſtick left in 
« your hedge, quo the judge. 


Acc. — 


** 


An EPIGR AM. 


n a jilt ; which, ah! too fon 
I know ! 35 
Yet Cloe's not in fault, her ſex is fo. 
Were Cloe not what all her ſexs 
thought, 
Her ſex would think her faul.leſineb 
faulr. 


THE] 


PROGRESS of LOVE. 


eſs 4 


HE 


| He look'd, he wonder'd, and with- 


But wiſh d another interview: 
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11 


At Strephon firſt ſaw Cloe's 


charms, 
fe figh'd, and wiſh'd her in his arms: 
wmething invited much his eyes; 
domething ſo pure, ſo ſimply wiſe, 
do calm, ſo eaſy, and fo free, 
Mixt with enliven'd modeſty. 


drew, 


Main he ventur'd to behold — 
Poor mortals ever are too bold 
V long on ev ry charm he gaz'd, 
Til what bur ſparkled, warinly blaz'd ; 
What pleas'd before was au ful now, 

ud terrors hover'd o'er her brow ; 
kc piercing eye grew brighter far, 
madiace as the morning ſtar. 


Each 


96 Anew Tea-Table Miſcellany. 


Each feature ſhone ĩch more than light; I 


The whole infutterably bright. W 
The ſeat of beau:y, once a face, 
Was turn'd into a throne of grace: Ie 
Proſtrate he fell, as at a ſhriae, & | 
For what was mortal grew divine. - Fn 
« Hail! goddeſs,” he approacii'd one [Wh 
more, 


Not now to court her, but adore : 

And * Bleſs me, goddels,” oft he 
cry'd, 

All arts of ſoft perſuation try'd, 

And ſigh'd, and ſu'd, till the comply'd 


Her lips, ſure Venus ne'er had ſuch 
Vouchſat 'd to bear a human touch; 
She prov'd ſo merciful, ſo good, 

She yielded to be fleth and blood; 

And rather than by thirſt to kill, Vi 
Conſented he thould drink his fill; Je 
While he, the moments to improve, [lie | 
Reſolv'd to take large draughts of lo H 
And who, that boaſts an equal flame, le to 
Would not rejoice to do the ſame? The g 


Wu Ob 
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t; ¶ What ſwain, to gratitude inclin'd, 
Would not have ferv'd a nymph fo 
kind ? | 1 
les; ev'ry ſwain, in Strephon's caſe, 
© kind a ny mph would ſure embrace: 
ud, furely, would like Strephon do, 
ne | When tir'd with loving, leave her too: 
for when our joys no more remain, 
Tis hard the bliſs of bliſs to feign : 
e I ſoft deſires or exſtacies, 
% ſoul- enk indling raptures riſe, 
kany time, the poets ſay, 
dv F Inowing at any time we may. 
i fomg reſiſtance we require, 
ach, dme obſtacle to fan the fire; 
Ir gratitude can ne er improve, 
' Ihe dying embers of our love. 


View Cloe now with Damon's eyes, 
; _ I{evry charm, by gazing, flies; 

c, ic leſſ' ning luſtres glide away, 
"lone; [And beauty fickens to decay. 

ne, k do a goddeſs paid his VOW——_ 
Ie goddeſs is a mortal now. —- 
Wu] Oh! what a fallirg off was there!“ 
% more ſhe ſec nz divinely fair: 


1 No 
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No more ſhe charms—no longer he 
The nymph does wich impatience ſee: 


Once Ma belle ange, at ev'ry word; 


Now * Aſſez bicn” can ſcarce afford. 


Tell me, Strephon, whence do ariſe 
Theſe alterations? in your eyes, 
Or Cloe's Neither : but defire 
No longer prompts me to admire—- 
I ſoon the feaſt of love declin'd, 
As you do daintics when you've dind 


n 


An EP IGR AN 


8 J EL die a maid, I vow,” 17 
modeſt Jane: 


« Yeu may, ſays Sly, when you n 


« born again. hy 


S ONG 


| 


4 
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S 0 8 We. 
wng by Mrs. MOZEEN, in The 


Merchant of Venice, in the character 


of Jeſhica. 


A* 


D can you unkindly reprove, 
Tae follies my flame did purtue ? 


Aud blame the excels of my love; 
A love firſt inſpir d by you? 


| When love you firſt talk'd, heay'n 


knows, 
Moſt vainly you all did rehearſe ; 
Tul what you began in your proſe, 
You finiſh'd and fix 4 wich your 
verſe. 


And if my affections are led, 
To doat more than's uſual for wife ; 


| Tien blame your own arts, that irt 


bred, 
Aud gave thoſe fond wiſhes a life. 


Your 
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Lour voice did my ſenſes enſnare; 
Attention each thought did controul 

But ſtrains that were meant for my ear, 
Miftoouk ard went quite io my foul, 


ce 


An 
IN love-affairs, believe me, friend, 
the fault 
[s not to do the thing, but to be cant 
For to be caught, proves that vou d 
the thing; 


The thing's no fault, where we w| 


proof can bring 


Luppreſs all evidence in law and love; | 


ne proof's the fault, or elſe no fall 
we prove. 


EPIGRAM. 


The | 


II 
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The HOUSE on the HILL. 


A  BALTDA&AD.: 


Tune of, There liv'd long ago, &c. 


This ballad was wrote by a gentleman, 


on a houſe he had upon Wandſworth- 
Hill, in Surry. 


3 to Fortune, on whom I 
reh d, 

For pleaſures ſhe promis d — the god 
des reply d, 

promis d you pleaſures, my word 
© T1 faadt:; 

So live, and be. ble 'd, at the Rule 

« on the hill.” 


What poets can fancy, or ſages can 

vrite, 

The joys of Elyſium are there all in 
fight ; 


Fach 
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Each valley and mead, and yOu bubb linz 
9 


Are all in the eye, from the houſe 
the hill. 


In a coach rides the TR in a barge 

goes the mayor, 

And the ladies in chaiſes each day take 
the air; 

All theſe we can ſee, and from their 
pleaſures ſtill | 


the hill. 


Nor horfes, nor r coach, does my body 
eber know, 


My legs can ſupport me wherever | | 


go ; 
And when I of walking have taken 1 
— 
I lic down and reſt at the houſe on te 
—_— 


Tv | 


Proceed the ſweet joys of the houſe a 


1 0 


2 the | | 
e garden „ ſuited exact to my 
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Tho' grandeurs in proſpect do mount to 
the skies, 


They touch not my heart, for they reach 


but my ey es; 
And all their gay buildings and gar- 
dens, do ſtill 


cConduce to the j joys of the houſe on the 


hill. 


| Altho' on my board you no dainties can 


ſee, 


Good ſtomach and health make em 


dawty to me; | 
I want not a bolus, a draught, nar a 
pill ; 


| The doctor we flight, at the houſe on 


the hill. 


No for eign ns nor no ſpirits I 
waſte ; 


Nor 


194 A ned ea Talle 1 ſiſcellam. 


Nor terrace, nor platform are here — 

buc my will 

I; fuffic's with a view from the houſe on 
the hall. 


No ſervants attend in my garden or 
hall, 

Myſelf am my cook ard my gard'uer 
and all : 


No builiff is here, nor no dun with a 


1 
Content is my friend, at the WY on the 
hill. 


Tho' Fortune ſhou'd frown, and tho 
troubles encreaſe, 


Their arrows are vain, while the mind 


is at peace; 

In vain is their malice, they never cn 
kill ; 

The mirth that till reigns at the houſ 
on the hill. 


Wich 


Vit | 
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Wick prattle does Fanny each moment 
improve, 
And adds, by her wit, to the power of 
„ 
My warmeſt embraces ſhe never takes 
ill, 
But compleats the delights of the houſe 
on the hill. 


Tie ſoldier of honour and ſlaughter may 
boalt ; 

The enen of wiſdom ; the hork of 
his toaſt: 

My wiſh it is humble, pray, gods, it 
fulfil, 

And grant me for ever the houſe on the 
hill. 
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On a Farmer's Daughter, 


ET warton bards a nymph implore, 
Which they in fancy'd colour 
dreſs : 
A real goddeſs I adore, 
For Betty, ſure, is nothing leſs ! 
When Betty roaſts or boils the meat, 
She does it with ſuch char ning skill, 
Wich more than common gout I eat, 
And never think I have my fill. 


When Betty hands the wine around, 
Her eyes to nectar change the grape; 
Its power does the heart contound, 
And lets the weaker head eſcape : 
Her words as ſoft as Zephy blo, 
And muſt wich all manki _ | 
Her breaſts as whice as puddin;;s ſaen 
She ſmiles as ſweet as bottled ale. 


When 


re, 


9 
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When e'er my paſhon I repeat, 


Or try her lovely form t' embrace, 


She does with rage my tranſports meet, 


And hurls the diſh-clout in my face: 


No longer, Betty, trown and fight, 


Nor to your ſwain a kiſs deny ; 


But let me fately ſip delight, 


And lay th' up-lifted pat.in by. 


* 


| The Gardener's Complaint to 


his Friend. 


1 gardens, in bloſſom, afford you 


delight, 
And warblcrs, in ſummer, are charm- 
ing iO hear; 
What flou er, alas! can indulge my dull 
ſight? 
Or ſongſter delight, while I ſigh for 
my dear? 


When 


108 A new Tea- Table Miſcellany. 


When turtles are cooing at riſing of 


days 


Or the linnet, ſu eet warbler, wing 


thro' the grove ; 

Juſt fo Land Cloe togecher did play, 

Oh! ſuch is the voice of the charuer 
I love 


Fer cheek in the roſe- bud, methinks, [ 
behold ; | 

Erect as the pine- tree my Cloe does 
ſtand : 

And when the fair lillies their whitcnes 
unfold, 

J long to be kiſſing of Cloe's dear 

hand. 


Bur ſince ſhe is abſent, my vines all im- 
_ pare ; 


My flowers unwater'd, my ſpade lies 


reclin'd: 
To ſow, nor to reap, is no I my 
care; 
I only plant ſorrows to torture my 
mind. 


ODE | 


N 
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o DE on the AUTH OR's 


Birth - Day. 


AIR. 


: thy hallow my birth-day, and roar 


out my praiſe, 

will hire no ſongſter, I hate ſuch 
an elf; 

lit to my own merit, my voice I will 
raiſe, 

And kindly indulge, and * well of 
myſelf. 


RECITATIVE. 
Let Richard's health go briskly 


round, 
And every care in wine be drown'd. 


K AIR. 
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AIX. 


Dear Dick, here's your health, 
Withing pleaſure and wealth; 
From my heart Im your friend — you 


well know it ; 
May you ne'er undertake, 
A baſe act for gold's ſake, 


And when money you get, pray, beſtos 


it. 
If you're poor ne er repine, 
Nor in rags think of wine, 


Nor to what is above you aſpire; 


Nor caſt down, nor elate, 
Freely yield to your fate, 


And all will your virtues admire. 


CHORUS. 


Sam lov'd Will, I am told, 
For the ſake of his gold ; 
But there is no ſuch end, 


Between me and my friend, 
| N 


W 


Toge 
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We are fo cloſely by nature com- 
bind, 
lu every affair we're both of a mind. 


u RECITATITYE. 


And thus my boſom friend and J, 
Will live as one until we dic. 


AIR. 
With a bottle myſelf and poor Dick can 
1 regale, 

And if I like wine, he ne'er witkes for 


ale ; 
hut does with my fancy fo at 


agree, 

| | never will with for companion but 

he : 

| we ſmoak in one pipe, ſo in one bed 

| we lie, 

ILegether we laugh, and together we 

cry; 

, am for lending, he ne'cr hides his 
Wel pelt, 

a ſhort, he in ev'ry reſpect is myſelf 


The 
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The Univerſal Prompter. 
kk £P1LOGGUK 


Spoken by Mrs. Wotfington, at the 
theatre royal in Drury - . 
Nr. Croſꝰs benefit. 


Allants, to-night, our prompter ve 
produce, 
A place-man of antiquity and uſe ; 
For in old Greece, as ſome of you well 
know, 
A prompter liv'd three thouſahd yer 
ago ; 
Whoſe maſter raging louder than be. 
came him, | 
He touch'd his whiſtle, and could raic 
reclaim him. 


A lucky thought, which ſtill in marry | 


houſes 


Might be of uſe, perhaps, to arg} 


ſpouſes ; 
| Fer 


= 
by 
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For when our doves with curtain lec- 


tures meet us, 


Tune but the pitch-pipe + tis a ſure 


quietus. 


Conſider next his office, and 'tis cer- 


| tain, 

He ſees if things ſtand right behind 
the curtain. 

Heroes diftreſs'd for his kind abs ap- 
ply, 


And heroines by his direction die. 


His is the eure grief — the kerchief 
woe; 

By him blunt weapons claſh, and guilt 
- Jeſs trumpets blow. 


| His magic power bids Harlequin ad- 


vance, 
And gods deſcend to fing, and devils riſe 
to dance. 
Pope, in one line his great employment 
rells ; 
" A word-catcher, that lives on m_ 
« lables.” 


3 - Ard 
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And on life's tage, philoſophers agree, 
Nature, a buſy prompter, we may ſec: 
Ambition prompts the ſtateſman to be 


great, 

While prompting avarice does the 
miſer cheat: 

The claſſick youth, who for a ſage 
might paſs, 

If faſhion prompts him, ftrait becomes 
an aſs: 

In Fribble's voice, the coxcomb aims to 
ſqueak, 

Minces his Engliſh, and forgets by 
Greek ; 

Or, Puff-like, ſwaggers i in ſhort skirted 
cloaths, 

With his long —.— and prodigiou 
oaths : 

Laſt, the fond maid, tho' conſcious the 
muſt rue it, 


By inclination prompted, yields to do 
it. 


Since 


Ne 


Hay 


Yai 


KF 
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Since then, in this equivocal you 
ſiee, 

Not one, but the whole world's epitomy, 

Accept his labours, to his faults be 

blind, = 

And let good-nature prompt you to a 
kind. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. WOFFING TON. 


F'9 you, ye maſter ſpirits of the pit, 
Ye modiſh bloods, and d—me boys 
of wit ; 


| To you, whoſe claps or biſſes, ſmiles 


or frown, 

Have right to ſave, or damn—and call 
yourſelves The Town : 

You, whom in firs of courage nothin g 
awes, 

Nor frighted ladies, nor the vulgar 
laws ; 

Who, 
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Who, when your fiolick-wit loud wa 


denounces, 
Huzza! down go the candles! ſmaſh the 
ſcouces 
Thus valiant, in the ſport, you tare up 
benches 
With thrice the vigour you attack the 
wenches. | 
Tho' fierce in troops, you ſtand the 
= danger buff 
When one to one you meet — you're 
tame enough. 
True! you can cock the hat, and joih 
the cry 


Lug out the carcal. ſwear — uh 
d me fo can I ! | 


W haaw. © (Blowsa catcal.} 


O charming ſound ! how terrible the 


wit on't ! . 
And yet ſo caſy, every fool may hi 
.” "ent! 


What 


var 
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What think you, firs? ſhall I make one 


among you? 
] can't believe my ſex at all would 
wrong you. 


| What is't I want, to fit me for the poſt ? 


For all the woman in my dreſs is loft : 

You ſee I'm pert and bold, nor apt to 
tan; 

In ſhort—1T've every thing that's fat 
for man. 


But ſhould, at laſt, the ſhame of 


wrongs and errors, 


| Convert your courage te face nobler 


terrors ; 
Should you, by warlike WILLIAMS 
ſword inflam'd, 


Follow his great example, to be fam'd ; 


Should you in foreign camps delight to 
lie, 

And train your luſty youth to victory, 

Then might the ſighing Britiſh beauties 
burn, 

To crown your conqueſts at your wiſh'd 


return; Re 
ien 
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Then might their hearts undauntedly 
_ declare, 

% None but the truly brave deſcrve the 
« fair.“ 


5 — 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken at the rivival of Double Falf. 


hood, at the theatre royal in Covent- 
Garden. | 


A Long-loſt orphan we preſent to- 
night, 

Rear'd by your ſmiles when firſt it ſaw 
the light : | 

Pleas'd, you eſpous d its rev'rend father; 
cauſe, 

And crown'd the offspring wich a fre 

applauſe. 


So aweful is immortal SHAKE- 

SPEAR's name, 
Whate er but wears that ſtamp muſt live 
in fame —— 


Oh 


Ane 


We 


15 


ye 


Ve 
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| We cannot mix his bullion fo to loſs, 


But the pure ore refines itſelf from 
droſs ; 

The ſlighteſt grain breaks thro' th ob- 
ſcuring ruſt, 

Brilliant, tho' ſmall, like diamonds in 
their duſt. —— 

Oh! had he liv'd the gen'rous plan 
to fill, 

And finiſh up each part with force and 
skill, 


| The ſtar, that glimmers now with 


doubtful light, 


| Had blaz'd a conſtellation fierce and 


ihr! 
bright! 


Merit, like his, moſt ſubject to decay, 


b barely lent, and ſnatch'd in haſte 


away ; 
All excellence is of ſo fine a maſs, 
Like ſpirics too ſtrong, it burſts its brit- 
tle glaſs : 
His genius, like the elemental fire, 
xorn'd our groſs earth, created to 
aſpire * 


The 
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The mighty ſeer too ſoon our world 


reſign d, 

Flew up, but drop d no mantle here be- 
hind. 

Th' attempt to copy his tranſcendene 
ſtrains, 

Is bold preſumption paid with loſs of 

| pains : 

As he, who would a flame in colour | 

| ſhew, 

Labours in vain to make the canvas 

glow. 


The humble bard, whoſe happy lot t 
To uſher this lov'd relick to the ſcene, 


To touch the portrait, and thoſe lines 


retrieve, 
Which the firſt pencil did unfiniſh't 
leave, 
Has wrought with zeal, without pre- 
rence to praiſe ; 
All laurels at his maſter's feet he lays; 


| Wh 


Id 
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Content, th applauſe, you're pleas'd to 
give, ſhould turn 


k tribute due alone to SHAKE- 


SPEAR's urn. 


V—_— 


On the marriage of Mr. John 


Lion and Mrs. Martha Lamb. 


ION, for thee, 


| Which in thy gripe ſhall fall: 


Might 1 receive, 
ZBut what you leave, 
[4 de your own Jackcall. 


I think, 'tis near 
Three thouſand year 
Since prophecy foretold, 
That you, ſoft Lamb, 
Should be the dame 

Of hon ſtout and bold. 


L Lion, 
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Lion, draw near, 
But ſtill beware 

You do not hurt your dame: 
Toy, frisk and play, 
Both night and day, 

But don't you kill your Lamb. 


A word or two, 

Sweet Lamb, to you, _ 
Have courage, gentle dame : 

Oh! think to thee 

What fame 'rwill be, 
Should you a Lion tame. 


The only way, 
That I can ſay, 
For victory to try, 

Is what you chooſe, 

The marriage nooſe ; 
Then conquer, fair, or die. 


Karrer > - 
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And if you die, 
Then will not I, 

Sweet Lamb, deſire to live; 
But hope that you, 
Will courage ſhew, 

And grant me a reprieve. 


n _— 
— CC—_— 


| ?LATONIC LOVE. 
A FRAGMENT. 


3 me, friend, platonic love, 

Which prudes and batter'd beaux 
approve, 

Like ſuperſtition, always blind, 

Is not to common ſenſe confin'd ; 

But is ſo exquiſitely good, 

| It never can be underftood ; 

And, of the many who advance 

This ſelf-denying ordinance, 

Scarce two in twenty comprehend, 

The law for which they ſo contend ; | 


124 A new Tea-Talle Miſcellany. 
And, of the two that are fo wiſe, 
"Tis ten to one, not oue complies; 
For, chaſe her from you as you will, 
Dame Nature ſhall be miftreſs ſtill. 


Philoſophers of late have been, 
Who held themſelves a meer machine; 
That nothing by themſelves was done; 
Not acting, but ſtill acted on: 

As puppets from the prompter ſqueak, 
And from without each motion make. 
If you object againſt their ſcheme, 
That you can eat, walk, ſleep and dream, 
Can laugh, or ſing, or ſigh, or groan; 
They hold theſe actions not your own: 
"Tis ſome occafion made you do'r, 

And that occaſion forc'd you tot. 

A ſchool-boy's top like you can fleep, 
Like you behold the marble weep. 
Have you not heard the wounded oak 
Renew its groans at ev'ry ſtroke ? 

You muſt have ſeen, from ev'ry vein, 
The ftreams which ev'ry ſide diſtain; 
And are nat thoſe of equal uſe, 
And equal life, with human juice ? 


* N 2 


Thus 


0 & dv os 


2 " we wr” 
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Thus they, object whatc'er you will, 
Can in dead matter find out ſtill, 
A ſomething which may ſerve as well, 


And be exactly parallel; 


Which muſt to demonſtration ſhew 

That we are but dead matter too, 

And all the vigour that we boaſt, 

Is vis inertie at moſt. 

You think this doctrine too abſurd, 

A ſerious anſwer to afford : 

You tell me I can never find, 

A folly of ſuperior kind. 
. * « 8 =» . 
92 J 
k « . 8 - 
1 * * 8 * 


I feel my indignation riſe, 
Whene er the fool, Priſcilla, cries, 
O lud! the world is fo obſcene, 
What can the filthy creatures mean 


duch groſs ideas! fo impure ! 
| * "Tis hard the ſexes to endure : 


L 3 « Such 
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1 Such ſad indecency in either, 
« I with, methinks, to be of neither. 
« Viſiting yeſterday, I ſwear, 
« Strephon and Cloe both were there; 
Together as they chanc d to ſtand, 
« I ſaw him take her—naked hand: {| 
« Nay more, ſure boldneſs has no check 
« His odious fingers tapp'd her neck. 
« To ſerve me thus, I wiſh he durſt: 
« No, no, he ſhould have ftabb'd me 
« firſt: | 

« Yet Cloe gave him a reprieve, 
« And let the brutal monſter live. 
% The bare remembrance of my fright, 
« Makes me, I vow, diſorder d quite: 
« I've ſuch a trembling at my knees, 
% I ſcarce can walk; but, if you pleaſe, 
« We'll fit, my lord, in that alcove, 
« And rail at filthy ſenſual love.” 
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To G LO 
» {| On reading theſe lines on GAY's 
tomb : = 


Life is a j:t, and all things ſhox it; 
I thought ſo once, but now I knox it. 


I life a jeſt ? then life's a fart; 
No matter which way we break 
wind : | 
| Yet either caſe requires ſome art, 
Never to leave a ſtink behind. 


But muſt this houſe I value fo, 

Fall down, and moulder into clay ? 

| Yes, Cloe ; and, for aught I know, 

« Bung Casks, and keep the wen 
* away- 


To Then Gay has hit i it, life's a jeſt, 
A buſy, buſtling piece of earth; 

And the grand ** * is at beſt, 
The juſter object of our mirth. 5 
. Tee, 
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Thee, Cloe, let this lecture move; 
Thy former negligence attone: 
For your own ſake, ſubmit to love; 


And, whilſt it laſts, make life your 


own. 


— ** 
—— ** 


nnn... 


An EPI GR AM. 
To Lon 


93 heavy cares affect my tor- 
* tur d breaſt, | 
I do not reſt for care, nor do I care for 
reſt ; 


Yet could I o'er all cares my conquet 


While Cloe's cruel all mpcares remain. 


DUET. 


Fu 


For 


: for 


ET. 
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D 0 * 1. 


Sung by Mr. LOWE and Mrs. CLIVE, 
at the theatre royal in Drury-Lane. 


R Epice, all ye Britons, your loyal 
ſtrains raiſe, 

And let the world echo brave CU M- 

BERLAND's praiſe : 


The hero, whoſe courage ſuch pleaſure 


imparts, 

And let the loud Pzons expreſs your 
glad Hearts. 

forbear, ſubtle France, your weak ter- 
rors to bring, 

vince each Briti/h heart i is a guard to the 
KING: 

And may tyrants tremble while, bluſh- 
ing, they ſee 

\ Monarch ſo Great, ng 0 People ſo 
Free. 


CLOE's 
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CLOE's FOOT. 


'T AA no true wiſdom e'er can lie | | 

Below the girdle, we deny, In 
Tho' H— has ſaid it, whom we'll prove, | Ar 
A judge in law, bur not in love. 


H— faid it, but he would not dot | Y® 
Had he a fight of Cloe's foot, 
He'd ſocn withdraw his plea, and fwear I She 
More elegant expreſſion there ; He 
More law, more learning, than in all Di 
The noiſy wranglers of the ** #, 


To put the matter paſt diſpute, 
Think you with Cloe had a ſuit; 
Go thro' all courts, friend, by degree: 
K —5-B—, E 2 


Pos; 


In ev'ry court ſhe'd make her way, 

The council would have nought to ſay; 

For her the ** would unite; 

The **** would think the verdi 
right. | 


For | 
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For a new trial would you move, 
My ** * the motion would reprove. 


Dip her in C ——, you ſhall ſee, 

Cloe will ſurc have a decree ; 

The ** will cut all things ſhort, 
And ſign for Cloe his report. 


But you'll appeal ?—you may, indeed, 
{You may appeal but won't ſucceed: 
| Before the ** * if Cloe come, 
She'll ſtrike th' #*** dumb; 
He will not find a ſingle caſe, 
Direct in point againſt her face. 
Let M— labour to excel, 
And plead his beſt, who pleads fo well, 
Cloe ſhall only ſhow her foot, 
or that will be enough to do'r ; 
ler inſtep—for III not go higher, 
ſet the *** all on fire: 
inſtep, ſee how far twould go; 
fax; It ** would declare for Clo: 
lou, poor appellant, would be hiſvd, 

erdict And your appeal with coſts diſmiſs'd. 

Experience 


Fer 
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Experience ſhall this maxim find, 
Beauty can make Aſtræa blind. 


TI ions... 4 


A modern philoſophical defini» 


tion of LOVE. 


Love! is a kind of a non. entity, 
a ont tis enjoy d it ceaſes to 


In paſſe 7 grant it a wonderful . 
But in eſſe a difficult matter to bri 
"Twixt poſſe and eſſe let's ove K yet 
„ Jae a; 
If 'tis to be found, tis in rerum nature. 
Its cauſes are ſuch as all wiſh to con- 
ceal ; 


Some find its effects, but ſcarce any . 


veal : 
Its moral exiſtence is ng'er underſtood; 
Bur all men allow it a phyſical good. 


On 


A new Tea-Table Miſcellany. 133 
oa CLOE's PICTURE. 


we r 5 
If e' er ſeen naked ſhe, I ween, | 
„ | Has to the painter naked been. 
To Bacchus glory, well we know, 
Poor Semele her death did owe : 9 
Naked tis death to picture Clo. 


to — _ — — 


An EPI GRAN. 


7e HEN firſt to raviſh you the 
priſoner try d, | 

| « Pray did you ſcream and roar ?” 

No, pleaſe you, good my lord, the 

8 woman cry d, 

I © The villain lock'd the door.“ 

od; 


4. 
ON 


M CLOE's 


Oo 


134 A newTea-Tabls Miſcellany. 


CLOE's TRUE NAME | 


« LOE's true name, ſays Frank, 
« declare;' 


1 thought, ſays George, . you'd 


* known, 
« Thar it belongs to ev'ry fair 
% Who will the praiſes own. 


* And ev'ry fair that gilds the day, 
« Selicyes my praiſe her due: 


& Yet fure, ſays Frank, tis pride to | 


4 ſay, | 
They covet praiſe from you. 


A 
COLLECTION 
coNUNDRUM S, 


[soLVUTIONS. 


A 
[COLLECTION 


0 * 


CON UN DRUMS, 


Is 


2 rs ne un nie 6 
| ſtraw in the water? 


2. 


Why is a baker like a certain great 
awyer ? 


35 


Why is a man that falls in the kenne! 
roy d of ? 


M 3 4. Why 
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4. 
Why is an organ an " ny to re- 
ligiou ? 
| 5+ | 
Why are ſharpers like ſparrows ? 
* 
Why is a lookinglaſs very complai- 
+ TT 
7. 
Why is a news-paper like a lame man! 
8. 
Why is a play-bill like a coward ! | 


9. Why 
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9. 
Why is a ſtair-caſe like a back-bier? 


10. 


Why is a young woman with child 
like an old lady of fourſcore ? 


11. 


Why is a Camera Obſcura like under - 


hand dealings ? 


12. 


Why is a high wind like a dumb 
nnn in diftreſs ? 


13. 
Why is a ſand-box like a biſhop ? 


14. Why 
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14. 
Why is a bankrupt like a horſe ? 
15. 
Why does a deb.or never walk in 
foul weather ? 


15. 


Why is a hoe-muker more charicable 
than another man? 


17. 


Why is a man who keeps a arterer 
like a beau undreſs'd ? 


18. 


Why is modern fie lady like a u. 
here 


| 19. Why 
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19. 


| Why is a picture like a fine woman? 


20, 


| Why is a flaughter-man like the 


[raves of a houſe? 


le 


er 


* 
1 


21. 


Why is « cunning-man like a ſhoe-: 
Juaker 3 


2 2. 


Why i is a fidle-maker "TY an | apo- 
Jthecary ? 


23. 
Why is a drunken man like skittles? 


10 Why 
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24- 

Why is a candle like an atheift ? 
25. 


When is a woman in haſte to curl her 
hair ? 


ui; 


Why is a married woman like ber 
= he ** 


27. 
Why is a ſedan like the world ? 
1 - 

What horſe is the heavick ? 


29. 
Which is the principal part of 4 


30. Why | 


horſe 


| 6 
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30. 

| Why ſhould you not wonder te ſee a 

flyer button above ground? 


31. 
Why are letters like ſheep ? 
| 32. 

| Why is 2 corps like a man with a 

| cold ? | 
33» 

Why is a fidler like a man in amaze? 
34- 


Why is there better actiug at Bar- 
tholomew-Fair than at the theatres? | 


35» Why 


144 A newTea-TaSte Miſcellany. 


35 


Why is 2 watch-maker like 2 gur. 
d' ner? 


10 


Why is 2 courtier like ſoop ? 


39. 


Why is 2 good ſpeech like a pent- 
houſe ? | 


38. 
Why i is a marſhing-tub like the hua- 
dred:h Pſalm ? 
39- 


Why is a thief ſike a knocker ? 


8 


bo 
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40. 
Why is a ſword-belt like a cow upon 
a common 

41. 
Why is a man juſt knighted like a 
nutmeg ! | 

42. 

Why are lamps like the Thames ? 


43. 


Why is a pen like a beau? 


Why is the playhouſe like a punch- 
bowl! 


45. 


Why is a cook like a man after a 
N 46. Why 


misfortune? 
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4. 


Why is a bedſtead like a wine- 


vaulr ? 
47 
Why is a bible in a gay family like 
miſer's table 
48. 
Why is a botcher like a horſe? 


49- 


Why was Cain's murder like the 
main ſtrength of his leg: 


38. 


Why is a ſmith like a ferry- man ? 


51. Why 1 


Wal 


bu 


ne- 
| warchoule ? 


(C1 


the 
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51. 


Why is a garter like the gates of a 


$2. | 

ny is the Thames like a pudding? 
53. 

Why is a holly-buſh like a corps? 


54- 


Why is an apron like peas ? 


5 5» 
Why is a tradeſman, who has let off 


buſineſs, like a houſe ? 


56. Why 
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56. 
Why are park-keepers like free- 
maſons? 
5 
57. | 
Why is a ſhip, in a ſtorm, like a 
nail? 
tc 
58. 
Why is a buttock of beef like a trai- 
tor ? | 
| x 
59. I 
Why is an eaſy chair like a crooked 
man ? 
50. 
5 b 
Why is an apple like a good ſong ? 
61: Why 


* 


ed 
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61, 


W is an honeſt, virtuous man like 
a Ma. ch? 


62. 


Why is an eye-lid like the wadding 


to a gun? 


63. 


Why is a man, who reads here and 
there a bit of the hiſtory of the world, 
like one going into St. James's Palace ? 


74. 
Why is a bad gimblet like a propheſier 
of ill events ? 
N; 65. Why 
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65. 


Why is a falſe oath like a trial in 
the Old-Baily ? 


66. 
Why is a horſe that is conſtantly rid, 
though never fed, never ftarv'd ? 
67. 


Why is a ſleepy ſervant like a warm- 
ing - pan: 


68. 


Why is a rich farmer like a man 
with bad tecth ? 


69. Why 


As 


15 
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69. 


Why 1s a priforcr like an alehouſe 
pot? | 


70. 


Why is a coward like a trumpet? 


71. 
Why do you think a juſtice of peace 
is look'd upon with contempt? 
2; K 


Why is an alehouſe the beſt comfort 
| for a difappointed man ? 


13s 


| When isa man ſure to have his own 
way ? 55 


74 Why 
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74: 


Why. is a man that treads upon my 
toc liable to an action of T rover ! 


75 


Why is Laſſell's voyage like a kind 
drother? 


*6. 


Why is an honeſt friend like orar.ge- 
Chips ? 


77. 
debt? 


78. Why 


Why does the beadle never run in 


di 


car 


2 


'by 
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78. 

Why is an officer in Flanders more 
| diligent than he is in London? 
„„ 
Why is Mrs. Woffington like eyes? 

80. 
Why are perch like fine ladies? 

81. 


Why is a map a proper vehicle to 
| carry hay: | 


$2. 
Why is a pocket-book like a prentice 


oo a muſician ? 


s;. Why 
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83. 


W by is a ſich a dangerous com- 


panion ? ? 


8% 


Why are ceals like poor labouring 
men 


85. 
Why is a pick- pocket like a bride- 


groom ! 
86. 


ec do is Orpheus always in bad com- 
pany : 


87. 


W Vy is a prentice like a coach? 


88. Why 


th 
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8. 


Why 1s the Craf.s.nan like a man of 
fourſcore !? 


89. 


Why is a man in an alehou.c like the 
prop to a houle ? 


90. 
Why is a ws like the queen of 


| Hungary's army: 


91. 
Why is a pelted actor like a felon at 
the Old-Baily 2 
92. 
Why is Harrow the Hill like a good 


artiſt ? 


93. Why 
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93. 
- Why is carthen-ware like the beſt 
edition of the Claſſicks 7 | 


9+ | 
Why is Mr. Garrick like an old 
maid ? 
95. 
Why is Mr. Pope like an Engliſh- 
man e 
96. 


Why is a fiddle like a man, who gives 
money to make up a quarrel ? 


97. 
Why is a good pun like a good cat 


98. Why 


5 


Id 
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98. 
Why is a peruke- maker like a bird- 


_ catcher ? 


| 9. 
Why is boil'd beef like a taylor? 
100. 
Why is a Jew's harp like a good 
dinner ? 
101. 


Why is there a bad audience at the 
playhouſe when the pit is full ? 


102, 
V hy is a candle like a tobacconiſt ? 
0 1Ioz. Why 
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103. 
Why is a fortify'd town like a pud- 
ding ? 


104. 


Why is a prentice like a concave. 
glaſs ? 


105. 


Which is the politeſt church in 
town ? 


106. 


Why is a beau the reverſe of a 
miſer ? 


107. Why 


* 22% — 


ch 


_ — „ 
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. 107. 


Why is a young fellow, who is en 
courag'd in vice by another, like the 


ice upon a twelfth-cake ? 


108. 


What tradeſman ſhould a landlord 


| chooſe for his houſe, who does not like 


to change often his tenants? 


109. 


Why does a tallow-chandler live 
better than another man ? 


110. 


Why is a play houſe like 18 climate 
of England ? 


111. Why 
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111. 


Why is a fidler like an African? 


112. 


Why was Paradiſe like a cucumber ? 


113. 


Why is paper like a beggar ? | 


114. | x 
What is that which every man feels, : 
enjoys, and yet never ſees ? | 
115. oy 


Why are a turkey and chine like 2 
diſorderly houſe ? 


116. Why 
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| 116. 
Why is Mrs. Woffington like a deer- 
ſtealer ? 
117. ? 


har is the beſt flat thing ? 


118. 


Why is St. James's Palace like a | 
| painter's houſe ? 


119. 
Why is a clerk to an attorney like a 


i book? 


SOLUTIONS 


SOLUTIONS. 


e 
CONUNDRUMS. 


ECAUSE he goes on ſwim- 
mingly. 


B 


* 
| Beoauſe be's maſter of the Rolls 


1 Becauſe | 


* 


IL 


a Gao” - 


1 
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La 
= 


Becauſe he's add-mir'd. 


4 | * 


Becauſe it ſtands _ the commu- 
nion. 


5- 
Becauſe they feather their neſts, 


of 
' Becauſe it always does as the com- 
pany does. 
7. 
Becauſe it generally lies 


f 
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; 8. 
Becauſe it is poſted. 


9. 


Becauſe it rails againſt you. 


10. 


Becanſe ſhe goes double. 


Il. 

Becauſe it makes men look little. 
12. 

Becauſe it makes moving ſigns. 


13. Becauſe 


d. 
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13. 
Becauſe it's holy. 
1 


Becauſe he goes to rack and manger. 


I 5. 


Becauſe they go out only on Sun- 
| days. | 


— 


16. 
Becauſe he's ready to give any man a 
lift. 


3 17 


Becauſe he has a hanger-on. 


18. Becauſe 
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18. 
drums. 


19. 


Becauſe its fram'd to pleaſe. 


20. 
Becauſe he's a gutter. 
21. 
Becauſe he'll pump you. 8 
22. 


Becauſe he'll ſend you a viol in. 


| 


Becauſe ſhe's fond of hoops and be 


23. Becauſe 


| * 
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| 23. 
' Becauſe he's knock'd down with a 
bowl. 

24+ 


; Becauſe it's wicked. 


25. 
When ſhe wants to go out ſtraight: 


26, 


Becauſe ſhe's ring'd. 


| 27. 
ET 
| 


Becauſe it is between two poles. 


1 


28. A lead 
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28. 
A lead horſe. 


29. 


The main part 


30. 


Becauſe it follows the mole. 


31. 


Becauſe they are folded. 


32. 
Becauſe he's in a coffing. 


3 3, 
Becauſe he's at a ſtand. 


FR” 
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4 34. 
Zecauſe there are more Booths in it. 


33. 


Becauſe he ſets time. 
36. 
Becauſe he's nothing without ſalary, 


37. 
Becauſe it's underſtood. 5 


38. 
Becauſe it is fall of faves. 


_ 5 39. Becauſe 
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39. 


_ Becauſe they are ty'd up to : 
diſturbance. 


40. 


Becauſe it goes round the waſte. 


41. 
Becauſe he's grated. 


42. 
_ Becauſe they have lighters. 


43 
Becauſe its feather-headed. 


44. Becauſe 


| 


4 


| 
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44. 
| Becauſe its beſt when full, 


45+ 
Becauſe he broils and fries. 


46. 
Becauſe it has ſack in. 


. 
Becauſe its ſeldom fowl'd. 


48. 
Becauſe he has a ſtall. 


49. Becauſe 


172 A 
Te 
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49. 


Becau! 
uſe it was a fi 

m- new 
Becauſe his 5 

buſine 

ſs is to work 
| x Ore, 
Becauſe 1 ig 
t holds th 
he ſtoc 
k- in. 


52. | 


—_ 


5 
4. Becauſe 


e 


Becauſe they have lodges. 
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54. 
Becauſe it is gather d. 


on” 


Becauſe his tile is over. 


56. 


375 


Becauſe it is often drove into Deal. 


58. | 
Becauſe ir gocs to pot. 


59. Becauſe 
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59. 
Becauſe it is high- back d. 
60. 
Becauſe it is encored. 
61. 


Becauſe he's plain with the men, and 
chaſte with the ladies. 


62, 
Becauſe it covers the ball. 


63. 
Becauſe he often paſſes a century. 


64. Becauſe 


0s. ODS — + * * 


- 22». OSD wel o 


Becauſe he has a great many ackers. 
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Becauſe it is auger ill. 


65. 


Beecauſe its perjury. 


66. 


| Becauſe he's never without 2 bit. 


67. 
Becauſe he's in bed before his maſter. 


63. 


69. Becauſe 
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69. 
Becauſe it is circumſcrib'd. 
70. 
Becauſe he's often blown before the 
Company. 
7 
Becauſe I ſee every Day the worſt of 
ſcoundrels ſet before him. 
732. 
| Becauſe there he'll be ſure to carry 
his point. 
| 73. 
When he makes his will. 
74. Becauſe 
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| 74. 
Becauſe he hurts your corn. 


75. 
Becauſe it is a good relation. 


76. 
Bezauſe he's candid. 


77. 
Becauſe he lives within * compaſs. 
78. 
Becauſe he's in- tent 


79. Becauſe 
* The Round -houſe. 
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79. 


Becauſe ſhe runs in people's heads. 


80. 8 [ 


Becauſe they are often taken with 
maggots. 


81. 
Becauſe it 1s a cart. 


82, 
lcd: it's bound for notes. 


$3. | 
Becauſe he deals in forgery. | 


84. Becauſe 


| 
| 2 
| 
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84. 
Becauſe they feed the grate. 


[ 85. 

| Becauſe he's generally tranſported. 
86. 

Becauſe you never ſee him without a 


ö lyar. 


87. 


Becauſe it's often turn'd over. 


88. 


| Becauſe it is weekly. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


89. Becauſe 
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89. 


Becauſe he's a ſup- porter. | | 


90. 


Becauſe it is attended with huazas. 


91. 
| Becauſe he's glad to get off. 


92. 
Becauſe it is above valley. 


93. 
Becauſe it is Delf-finl. 


94. Becauſe 
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94- 
Becauſe he has no fellow, 
55 
Becauſe he 1s no more, 
96. 
Becauſe it is for a-tone-meant, 
97. 
Becauſe it requires paws. 
98, 


Becauſe he has variety of cauls, - 


Q 99 Becauſe 
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99- 
Becauſe it's nothing without cabbage. 


100. 


Becauſe it makes a man's mouth 
water. 


101. 


Becauſe it is a pitiful houſe. 


: "you 
Becauſe ir makes ſnuff. 
103. 


Becauſe it's often batter d. 


104. Becauſe 
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104. 
Becauſe he has an indenture. 
105. 
Beau church, to be ſure. 


106. 


Becauſe the beau ſhews his bag, the 
miſer hides it. 


107. 


Becauſe he's egg d-on. 


108. 


A ſtay- maker. 


109. Becauſe 
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109. 
Becauſe he lives on the fat of the | 
110. | 
Becauſe there are ſo many different 
airs in It. 


i 75 


Becauſe he lives by his bow. | 


Becauſe it had a pair-in. 


113. Becauſe | 


| 
4 


 beoiile they are often preſented. 
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113. 


Becauſe it is compos'd of rags. 


114. 
The air. 


115. 


116. 


Becauſe ſhe robs you of your heart. 


117. 
A place. 


118. Becauſe 
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Becauſe it has a draw ing-room. 


119. 
Becauſe he's bound to read. 


